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ACCOUNT* 

OF  THE 

Life,  Character,  and  Poems 

o  F 

The  AUTHOR. 

SECT.  I. 

N  the  former  edition  of  this  little  narrative, 
I  complained  of  want  of  lights  in  relation  to 
the  perfon  who  is  the  fubject  of  it ;  but  at 
prefent,  there  is  no  occafion  for  my  repeating 
that  complaint :  I  have  iince  been  favour'd 
not  only  with  feveral  letters,  but  with  a  kind 
vHit  from  him,  of  fome  weeks,  when  I  was  in  the  north  of 
England ;  which  will  enable  me  to  give  not  indeed  a  much 

*  By  the  reverend  Mr.  Spence  j  late  profefibr  of  poetry,  in  the  Univerfity 
of  Oxford. 

a  longer 
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longer  account  of  him,  (for  that  is  not  neceffary),  but  one 
much  lefs  defective  than  my  former. 

Mr.  Thomas  Blacklock  was  born  in  the  year  172 1,  at  An- 
nan,  in  Scotland ;  but  of  Englijk  parents  ;  for  both  his  father 
and  mother  were  natives  of  the  county  of  *  Cumberland.  Be- 
fore he  was  fix  months  old,  he  was  totally  depriv'd  of  his  eye- 
fight  by  the  fm all-pox.  His  father  (who,  by  all  the  accounts 
of  him,  was  a  very  good  man)  had  intended  to  breed  him 
up  to  his  own,  or  fome  other  trade  :  But  as  this  misfortune 
render'd  him  incapable  of  any,  all  that  this  worthy  parent 
could  do,  was  to  mew  the  utmoft  care  and  attention  that  he 
was  able  toward  him,  in  fo  unfortunate  a  fituation ;  and  this 
goodnefs  of  his  has  left  fo  ftrong  an  impreflion  on  the  mind 
of  his  fon,  that  he  fpeaks  of  it  with  the  greateft  warmth  of 
gratitude  and  affection.  What  was  wanting  to  this  poor 
youth  from  the  lofs  of  his  fight,  and  the  narrownefs  of  his 
fortune,  feems  to  have  been  repaid  him  in  the  goodnefs  of 
his  heart,  and  the  capacities  of  his  mind.  It  was  very  early, 
that  he  fhew'd  a  ftrong  inclination  toward  poetry_,  in  parti- 
cular. His  father,  and  a  few  of  his  other  friends,  ufed  lome- 
times  to  read,  to  divert  him :  They  began  with  fuch  books 
as  are  generally  read  by  children  under  ten  years  old,  for 
their  diver  (ion ;  and  when  he  was  turn'd  of  that  age,  the 
works  of  Allan  Ram/ay,  Priors  Poems,  and  the  Tatlers, 
Spe&atorS)  and  Guardians^  were  added  to  his  amufements. 
In  thefe  he  took  a  great  deal  of  delight ;  and  by  degrees  got 

*  His  paternal  anceftors  have  lived  in  that  county  from  time  immemorial; 
They  generally  followed  agriculture ;  and  were  diftinguiflied  for  a  knowledge 
and  humanity  above  their  fphere.  His  father  was  an  honeft  and  worthy  trades- 
man had  been  in  good  circumftances,  but  was  reduced  by  a  feries  of  mif- 
fortunes.  His  mother  was  daughter  of  Mr.  Richard  Raey  an  extenfive  dealer 
in  cattle,  a  confiderable  bufinefs  in  that  county  -y  and  was  equally  efteerned  as, 
a  man  of  fortune  and  importance. 

acquainted 
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acquainted  with  the  works  of  moft  of  our  beft  poets : 
Among  whom,  Milton  and  Spenfer,  Pope  and  Addifon,  were 
his  chief  favourites ;  but  the  two  former  in  a  much  higher 
degree  than  the  two  latter.  Poetry  he  always  heard  not  only 
with  uncommon  pleafure,  but  with  a  fort  of  congenial  en- 
thufiafm ;  and  from  loving  and  admiring  the  works  of  the 
poets  fo  much,  he  foon  began  to  endeavour  to  imitate  them. 
The  firft  effufions  of  his  thoughts,  in  a  poetical  way,  con- 
fided either  in  complaints  on  the  difficulties  and  diftreffes  of 
his  lituation,  or  expreflions  of  efteem,  gratitude,  and  tender- 
nefs,  for  his  friends ;  or  a  fort  of  extempore  defcriptions  of 
any  humorous  incident  which  happened  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. Moft  of  thefe  are  loft,  and  there  is  only  one  of 
them  which  is  inferted  among  the  following  poems.  It  was 
compofed  when  he  was  but  twelve  years  old  ;  and  has  fome- 
thing  very  pretty  in  the  turn  of  it  \  and  very  promising  for 
one  of  fo  tender  an  age. 

Providence  was  fo  kind  as  to  indulge  him  in  the  aflift- 
ance  of  his  father,  till  he  was  nineteen ;  when  that  good 
man  was  fnatch'd  from  him,  by  a  fudden  *  and  violent 
death.  As  this  misfortune  neceltitated  his  falling  into  more 
hands  than  he  had  ever  before  been  ufed  to,  it  was  from  that 
time  that  he  began  by  degrees  to  be  fomewhat  more  talk'd 
of ;  and  his  extraordinary  talents  more  known.  it  was 
about  a  year  after,  that  he  was  fent  for  to  Edinburgh,  by  Dr. 
Stevenfon>  z.  man  of  tafte,  and  one  of  the  phyficians  in  that 
city  ;  who  had  the  goodnefs  to  fupply  him  with  every  thing 
neceffary  for  his  living,  and  ftudying,  in  the  univerfity  there. 

*  Mr.  Blacklockh  father  was  a  bricklayer ;  and  being  informed  that  a  kiln 
belonging  to  a  fon-in-law  of  his  was  giving  way,  his  folicitude  for  his  intereft 
made  him  venture  in,  below  the  ribs,  to  fee  where  the  failure  lay  ;  when,  the 
principal  beam  coming  down  upon  him,  with  eighty  bufliels  of  malt,  which 
•were  upon  the. kiln  at  that  time,  he  was  in  one  moment  crulh'd  to  death. 

a  2  Mr. 
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Mr.  Blacklock  regarded  this  gentleman  as  his  Meccenas  ;  and 
the  poem  placed  at  the  entrance  to  his  works,  is  a  gratitude- 
piece,  addrefs'd  to  him  ;  in  imitation  of  the  firft  ode  of  Ho- 
race, to  that  great  patron. 

He  had  got  fome  rudiments  of  Latin  in  his  youth,  but 
could  not  eallly  read  a  Latin  author  till  he  was  near  twenty : 
when  Dr.  Stevenfon  put  him  to  a  gram  mar- fchool  in  Edin- 
burgh. He  afterwards  ftudied  in  that  univerftty ;  where  he 
not  only  perfected  himfelf  in  Latin^  but  has  alfo  gone  thro'  all 
the  beft  Greek  authors,  with  a  very  lively  pleafure.  He  is 
quite  a  mafter  too  of  the  French  language,  which  he  ac- 
quired in  a  very  agreeable  manner ;  I  mean  by  an  intimate 
acquaintance,  and  converiing  very  much,  in  fo  polite  and 
good-narur'd  a  family  as  that  of  Mr.  Provofr.  Alexander^ 
whofe  lady  was  a  Parifian. 

After  he  had  followed  his  ftudies  at  Edinburgh  for  four 
years,  he  retired  from  thence  into  the  country,  on  the  break- 
ing out  of  the  rebellion,  in  174  5  :  and  it  was  during  this  re- 
eefs,  that  he  was  prevailed  on  by  fome  of  his  friends  to  pub- 
lish a  little  collection  of  his  poems,  at  Glafgow.  When  that 
tempeft  was  blown  over,  and  the  calm  entirely  reftor'd,  he 
returned  again  to  the  univerfity  of  Edinburgh ;  and  has  pur- 
fued  his  ftudies  there  for  fix  years  more.  The  fecond  edition 
of  his  poems  was  publifh'd  by  him  there,  in  the  beginning  of 
the  prefent  year,  very  much  improved,  and  enlarged :  And 
they  might  have  been  much  more  numerous  than  they  are, 
had  not  Mr.  Blacklock  mown  a  great  deal  more  nicenefs  and 
delicacy  than  is  ufual :  and  kept  feveral  pieces  from  the  prefs 
for  reafons  that  feem'd  much  ftronger  to  himfelf,  than  they 
did  to  his  friends ;  fome  of  whom  were  concerned  at  his  ex- 
cefs  of  fcrupuloufnefs  5  and  much  wifhed  not  to  have  had 

him 
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him  deprived  of  fo  much  more  reputation,  nor  the  world 
of  fo  many  poetical  beauties  as  (they  fay)  abounded  in  them. 

Besides  his  having  attained  fuch  a  maftery  in  the  Greek, 
Latin,  and  French  *  languages,  he  is  a  very  good  philofopher, 

and 

*  Mr.  Blacklock  has  not  only  a  particular  happinefs  in  acquiring  languages, 
but  alfo  in  teaching  them.  There  is  a  remarkable  inftance  of  this  in  Richard 
Hewitt,,  a  boy  whom  he  had  taken  to  lead  him.  As  he  found  the  lad  to  be  of 
a  good  turn,  and  inclinable  to  learn,  he  attempted  to  make  him  a  fcholar;  and 
fucceeded  fo  well  as  to  teach  him  Greek,  Latin,  and  French ;  and  to  give  him 
a  tafte  for  the  fciences.  He  even  communicated  to  him  fome  fhare  of  his  poe- 
tical vein.  The  lad  bore  his  mafter  a  great  affection ;  and  it  was  with  fome 
difficulty  he  was  perfuaded  to  leave  him,  to  enter  into  Lord  Milton's  fervice ; 
whofe  fecretary  he  now  is.  Soon  after  his  leaving  Mr.  Blacklock,  he  addrefTed 
a  copy  of  verfes  to  him  ;  which,  as  it  mews  his  gratitude  to  his  inftruclor,  and 
how  well  he  fucceeded  under  his  care,  may  very  well  deferve  to  be  inferted  in 
this  note.  » 

To  Mr.  Thomas  Blacklock. 

To  fame  and  to  the  mufe  unknown 
Where  arts  and  fcience  never  fhone, 

fa)  A  hamlet  ftands  fecure  : 
Her  rufHc  fons,  to  toil  inur'd, 
By  blooming  health  and  gain  allur'd, 

Their  grateful  foil  manure. 

What  means  my  heart !— -  'Tis  nature's  pow'r  : 
Yes,  here  I  date  my  natal  hour, 

My  burfting  heart  would  fay : 
Here  fleep  the  fwains  from  whom  I  fprung, 
Whofe  confcience  fell  remorfe  ne'er  flung  ; 

For  nature  led  their  way. 

Simplicity,  unftain'd  with  crimes, 
(A  gem  how  rare  in  modern  times ;) 

(a)  Rod/iff e,  a  little  country  village  near  Carli/le,.  in  the  county  of  Cumberland'. 

Was 
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and  in  general,  ponefles  all  the  branches  of  erudition,  except 
the  mathematics. 

He  has  a  quick  apprehenfion,  and  a  very  tenacious  me- 
mory ;  which,  together  with  his  induftry,  may  account  for 

Was  all  from  them  I  bore : 
No  founding  titles  fwell'd  my  pride  ; 
My  heart  to  misry  ne'er  was  ty'd, 

By  heaps  of  mining  ore. 

Heedlefs  of  wealth,  of  power,  of  fame  j 
Heedlefs  of  each  ambitious  aim, 

Here  flow'd  my  boyilh  years. 
How  oft  thefe  plains  I've  thoughtlefs  preftj 
Whittled,  or  fung  fome  fair  {a)  diftreft, 

Whofe  fate  would  fteal  my  tears ! 

Thus  rude,  unpoliuYd,  unrefin'd ; 
While,  plung'd  in  darkeft  night,  my  mind 

Uncultivated  lay ; 
With  pity  mov'd,  my  fate  you  view'd  ; 
My  way  to  light,  to  reafon  fhew'd  j 

And  op'd  the  fource  of  day : 

You  loos'd  and  form'd  my  infant  thought  5 
Your  fkill,  your  matchlefs  goodnels  taught, 

Where  truth  and  blifs  to  find : 
Painted,  by  thee,  in  all  her  charms, 
Each  gen'rous  heart  fair  virtue  warms, 

And  fwells  the  ravifh'd  mind. 

Hail  bright  cceleflial,  all  divine  ! 
O  come !  infpire  this  breaft  of  mine 

With  all  thy  heav'nly  pow'r  ; 
Lead,  lead  me  to  thy  happinefs ; 
Point  out  thy  path  to  that  bleft  place, 

Where  grief  fhall  be  no  more. 

Richard  Hewitt. 

(a )  Alluding  to  a  fort  of  narrative  fongs,  which  make  no  inconfiderable  part  of  the  innocent 
yamufements  with  which  the  country  people  pafs  the  winter  nights,  and  of  which  the  author  of 
the  prefent  piece  was  a  faithful  rehearfer. 

his 
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his  other  acqumtions  ;  but  his  arriving  fo  far  towards  an  ex- 
cellence in  poetry,  and  that  too  in  defcriptive  poetry ;  tho' 
his  chief  inlets  for  poetical  ideas  are  totally  barr'd  up,  and 
all  the  vifible  beauties  of  the  creation  have  been  long  fince 
blotted  out  of  his  mind,  is  the  furprirlng  part  of  his  cha- 
racter.   How  far  he  has  contrived,  by  the  uncommon  force 
of  his  genius,  to  compenfate  for  this  vaffc  defect ;  with  what 
elegance  and  harmony  he  often  writes;  with  how  much 
propriety,  how  much  fenfe,  and  how  much  emotion  -y  are 
things  as  eafy  to  be  perceived  in  reading  his  poems,  as  they 
would  perhaps  be  difficult  to  be  fully  and  clearly  accounted 
for,  even  by  himfelf. 

SECT.  It 

Of  his  Moral  CharaBer. 

ALL  Mr.  B/acklock's  acquaintance  agree  in  fpeaking  of 
his  many  virtues,  in  the  higheft  {train ;  of  his  huma- 
nity, and  fweetnefs  of  temper ;  his  patience,  under  all  mif- 
fortunes  ;  his  induftry  and  application,  in  acquiring  fo  many 
embellishments  of  his  mind ;  and  of  his  retaining,  after  all 
thefe  acquifitions,  the  greateft  modefty  and  humility  ;  to- 
gether with  the  rtricteft  love  of  virtue,  and  a  mere  primitive 
Simplicity  of  manners. 

Indeed,  the  goodnels  of  his  heart  is  very  vifible  in  the 
general  colouring  of  his  works ;  and  breaks  out,  here  and 
there,  in  almoft  every  one  of  his  particular  poems.  It  is  fb 
ftrong  as  even  to  get  the  better  of  that  gloom,  which  is  but 
too  apt  to  attend  the  ftudious  and  the  fedentary;  and  to  fhine 
through  thofe  very  clouds  that  threaten  the  moft  to  fupprefs. 
and  intercept  it. 

Among 
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Among  his  particular  virtues,  one  of  the  firft  to  be  ad- 
mired is  this  eafe  and  contentednefs  of  his  mind,  under  fo 
many  circum  fiances,  any  one  almofr.  of  which  might  be 
thought  capable  of  depreffing  it.  Considering  the  meannefs 
of  his  birth ;  the  lownefs  of  his  fituation  ;  the  difagreeable- 
nefs  (at  leaf!;,  as  he  himfelf  fpeaks  of  it),  of  his  perfon ;  the 
narrownefs  and  difficulties  of  his  fortune ;  and,  above  all, 
his  fo  early  lofs  of  fight,  and  his  incapacity  from  thence  of 
any  way  relieving  himfelf  under  all  thefe  burdens ;  it  may 
be  reckoned  no  fmall  degree  of  virtue  in  him,  even  not  to 
be  generally  difpirited  and  complaining. 

Each  of  thefe  humiliating  circumftances  *  he  fpeaks  of,  in 
fome  part  or  other  of  his  poems ;  but  what  he  dwells  upon 

with 

i. 

*  Suftain'd  by  labour,  and  obfcurely  born.  p.  100.  1.  38. 

2. 

A  barren  fortune,  and  a  hopelefs  love.  p.  96.  1.  po. 

Obfcure,  deprefs'd,  and  fcorn'd.  p.  50.  1.  80. 

What  tho'  no  native  charms  my  perfon  grace  ?     p.  100.  1.  47, 
And  in  his  ludicrous  poem  : 

Straight  is  my  perfon,  but  of  little  fize ; 

Lean  are  my  cheeks,  and  hollow  are  my  eyes :  &c.  p.  191. 1. 14. 
And  fpeaking  of  both  thefe,  and  his  blindnefs  together,  he  fays, 
Hence  oft  the  hand  of  ignorance  and  fcorn, 
To  barb'rous  mirth  abandon'd,  points  me  out 
With  idiot  grin :  the  fupercilious  eye, 
Oft  from  the  noife  and  glare  of  profp'rous  life, 
On  my  obfcurity  diverts  it's  gaze 
Exulting ;  and,  with  wanton  pride  elate, 
Felicitates  its  own  fuperior  lot : 


Inhuman 
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with  the  moft  lafting  caft  of  melancholy,  is  his  lofs  of  fight; 
which,  in  one  place  carries  him  on  in  a  deploring  ftile,  for 

above 

Inhuman  Triumph !— — 

Hence  the  warm  blufh  that  paints  ingenuous  Ihame, 

By  confcious  want  infpir'd  5  th'  unpity'd  pang 

Of  love,  and  friendmip  flighted.'  p.  1 

4- 

 Nor  can  thefe  ufelefs  hands, 

Untutor'd  in  each  life-iuftaining  art, 

Nourifh  this  wretched  being  j  and  fupply 

Frail  nature's  wants  5  that  fhort  cefiation  know.  p.  1  j8. 

5  • 

From  thefe  intrufive  thoughts  all  pleafure  flies, 

And  leaves  my  foul  benighted,  like  my  eyes.  p.  172. 

And  in  his  melancholy  poem ;  in  a  paffage  which,  tho'  fo  long,  is 
poetical  enough  to  deferve  tranfcribing  ; 

For,  oh ! —  while  others  gaze  on  nature's  face, 
The  verdant  vale,  the  mountains,  woods,  and  ftreams ; 
Or  with  delight  ineffable  furvey 
The  fun,  bright  image  of  his  parent  God  : 
The  feafons,  in  majeftic  order,  round 
This  vary'd  globe  revolving;  young-ey'd  fpring, 
Profufe  of  life  and  joy  ;  fummer  adorn'd 
With  keen  effulgence,  bright'ning  heav'n  and  earth : 
Autumn,  replete  with  nature's  various  boon, 
To  blefs  the  toiling  hind  ;  and  winter,  grand 
With  rapid  ftorms,  convulfing  nature's  frame, 
Whilft  others  view  heav'n's  all-involving  arch, 
Bright  with  unnumber'd  worlds  j  and,  loft  in  joy, 
Fair  ordet  and  utility  behold  : 

b  Or 
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above  fifty  lines  together.  But,  at  the  fame  time,  it  ought 
to  be  confidered,  that  this  is  in  a  piece  written  foon  after  his 
father's  death,,  and  when  his  fpirits  were  particularly  de- 

Or  unfatigu'd  th'  amazing  chain  purfue, 

Whkh  in  one  vaft  all- comprehending  whole 

Unites  Hi*  immenfe  ftupendous  works  of  God  ; 

Conjoining  part  with  part,  and  thro'  the  frame 

Diffufing  facred  harmony  and  joy  : 

Tp  me,  thofe  fair  viciffitudes  are  loft  5 

And  grace  and  beauty  blotted  from  my  view. 

The  verdant  vale,  the  mountains,  woods,  and  ftreams, 

One  horrid  blank  appear ;  the  young-ey'd  fpring, 

Effulgent  fummer,  autumn  deck'd  in  wealth 

To  blefs  the  toiling  hind,  and  winter  grand 

With  rapid  ftorms,  revolve  in  vain  for  me : 

Nor  the  bright  fun,  nor  all-embracing  arch 

Of  heav'n,  mall  e'er  thefe  wretched  orbs  behold. 

O  beauty,  harmony  !  you  fitter  train 
Of  graces,  you  who  in  th"  admiring  eye 
Of  God  your  charms  difplay'd  ere  yet  tranfcrib'd 
On  nature's  form  your  heavenly  features  (hone, 
Why  are  you  fnatch'd  for  ever  from  my  fight ! 
Whilft,  in  your  ftead,  a  boundlefs  wafte  expanfe 
Of  undiftinguiftYd  Horror  covers  all. 
Wide,  o'er  my  profpect,  rueful  darknefs  breathes 
Her  inaufpicious  vapour:  in  whofe  made 
Fear,  grief,  and  anguifh,  natives  of  her  reign, 
In  focial  fadnefs  gloomy  vigils  keep. 
With  them  I  walk;  with  them  ftill  doom'd  to  fhare 
Eternal  blacknefs,  without  hopes  of  dawn.  p.  155— I  $7, 

prefs'd 
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prefs'd  by  an  incident  that  *  very  nearly  threatned  his  own 
life ;  from  which  he  had  but  juft  efcap'd,  with  a  great  deal 
of  difficulty ;  and  with  all  the  terrors  of  fo  great  a  danger, 
and  the  dejection  occafioned  by  them,  juft  frefh  upon  his 
mind. 

It  is  in  the  fame  melancholy  Poem,  that  he  exprefTes  his 
dread  of  falling  into  extreme  want ;  in  the  following  very 
ftrong,  and  moving  manner  : 

Deje&ing  profpeft! — Soon  the  haplefs  hour 
May  come—  perhaps,  this  moment  it  impends  !-—— 
"Which  drives  me  forth  to  penury  and  cold, 
Naked,  and  beat  by  all  the  ftorms  of  heav'n  \ 
Friendlefs,  and  guidelefs,  to  explore  my  way  : 
Till,  on  cold  earth  this.poor  unmelter'd  head 
Reclining,  vainly  from  the  ruthlefs  blaft 

Refpite  I  beg  j  and,  in  the  mock,  expire.  p.  i  j<j. 

These,  alas  !  are  fears,  that  he  has  often  had  but  too 
much  reafon  to  entertain.  However,  his  good  fenfe  and  re- 
ligion have  enabled  him  to  get  the  better  of  them,  and  of  all 
his  other  calamities,  in  his  calmer  hours ;  and  indeed,  in  this 
very  poem  (which  is  the  moft  gloomy  of  any  he  has  written), 
he  feems  to  have  a  gleam  of  light  t  fall  in  upon  his  mind  ; 

and 

4-  As  yet  my  foul  ne'er  felt  th'  oppreffive  weight 
Of  Indigence,  unaided :  fwift  redrefs, 
Beyond  the  daring  flight  of  hope,  approach'dj 
And  ev'ry  wim  of  nature  amply  blefs'd  : 
Tho'  o'er  the  future  feries  of  my  fate 
111  omens  feem  to  brood,  and  flars  malign 

*  See  the  beginning  of  his  Soliloquy,  p. 

b  z  To 
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and  recovers  himfelf  enough  to  exprefs  his  hopes  that  the 
care  of  Providence,  whicih  has  hitherto  always  protected 
him,  will  again  interfere  ;  and  dilTipate  the  clouds  that  were 
gathering  over  him. 

Towards  the  clofe  of  the  fame  piece,  he  fhews  not  only 
that  he  is  fatisfied  with  his  own  condition  *,  but  that  he  can 

difcover 

To  blend  their  baleful  fire  j  oft  while  the  fun 

Darts  boundlefs  glory  thro'  th'  expanfe  of  heav'n 

A  gloom  of  congregated  vapours  rife, 

Than  night  more  dreadful  in  her  blackeft  mroud^ 

And  o'er  the  face  of  things  incumbent  hang 

Portending  tempeft  :  till  the  fource  of  day 

Again  afferts  the  empire  of  the  fky  > 

And  o'er  the  blotted  fcene  of  nature  throws 

A  keener  fplendor.    So  perhaps  that  carey. 

Thro'  all  creation  felt,  but  moft  by  man, 

(Which  hears  with  kind  regard  the  tender  figh 

Of  modeft  want),  may  diffipate  my  fears  j 

And  bid  my  hours  a  happier  flight  affume.  Poems,  p.  I&i- 

*  What  then  !  becaufe  th'  indulgent  Sire  of  all 
Has  in  the  plan  of  things  prefcrib'd  my  fphere^ 
Becaufe  confummate  wifdom  thought  not  fit 
In  affluence  and  pomp  to  bid  me  fhine, 
Shall  I  regret  my  deftiny  ?  and  curfe 
That  ftate  by  heav'n's  paternal  care  defign'd 
To  train  me  Hp  for  fcenes,  with  which  compar'd, 
Thefe  ages  meafur'd  by  the  orbs  of  heaven 
In  blank  annihilation  fade  away  ? 
For  fcenes,  where  finifh'd  by  Almighty  art 
Beauty  and  order  open  to  the  fight 
In  vivid  glory  j  where  the  fainteft  rays 
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difcover  fome  very  great  bleflings  in  it ;  arid  through  the 
general  courfe  of  his  other  poems,  one  may  difcern  fuch  a 
juftnefs  of  thinking  about  the  things  of  this  world,  and  fuch 
an  eafy  and  contented  turn  of  mind,  as  is  every  way  becom- 
ing a  good  chriftian  and  a  good  philofopher.  To  be  a  little 
more  particular : 

He  finds  out  fome  benefit,  or  other,  to  fet  againft  *  every 
one  of  his  misfortunes. 

He 

Out-fTam  the  fplendor  of  our  mid-day  fun. 
Say,  mall  the  fource  of  all,  who  firft  affign'd 
To  each  conftituent  of  this  wond'-rous  frame 
Its  proper  pow'rs,  its  place  and  action  due, 
With  due  degrees  of  weaknefs  (whence  refults 
Concord  ineffable),  (hall  he  reverie 
Or  difconcert  the  univerfal  fcheme, 
The  general  good,  to  flatter  felfifh  pride 

And  blind  defire  ?  Before  th'  Almighty  voice 

From  non-exiftence  call'd  me  into  life, 
What  claim  had  I  to  being  ?  What  to  mine 
In  this  high  rank  of  creatures,  foim'd  to  climb 
The  fteep  afcent  of  virtue,  unrelax'd, 

Till  infinite  perfection  crown  their  toil  ?  p.  162, 

*  What  tho'  no  founding  names  my  race  adorn, 
Suftain'd  by  labour,  and  obfcurely  born  ? 
With  faireft  flow'rs  the  humble  vales  are  fpread  5 
Whilft  endlefs  tempefts  beat  the  mountain's  head. 
What  tho'  by  fate  no  riches  are  my  mare  ? 
Riches  are  parents  of  eternal  care  : 
While  in  the  lowly  hut,  and  filent  grove,. 
Content  plays  fmiling  with  her  filler  love. 

What 
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He  mews  the  utmoft  deteftation  *  of  avarice ;  and  is  fo 
far  from  dreading  poverty,  that  he  makes  it  part  \  of  his 
wifh. 

What  tho'  no  native  charms  my  perfon  grace ; 

Nor  beauty  moulds  my  form,  nor  paints  my  face  ? 

The  fweeteft  fruit  may  often  pall  the  tafte, 

While  floes  and  brambles  yield  a  fafe  repaft.  p.  100. 

Even  as  to  his  blindnefs,  he  comforts  himfelf  by  a  comparative  con- 
fideration  of  other  beings  inferior  to  man;  who,  though  they  enjoy  the 
benefit  of  fight,  are  infenfible  (as  he  fuppoles)  of  the  pleasures  of 
mufic,  knowlege,  converfation,  and  univerfal  benevolence  (p.  161). 
Under  the  notion  of  mufic,  he  comprehends  that  of  poetry  ;  and  this 
feems  to  be  a  favourite  idea  with  him,  for  he  repeats  it,  on  a  like  occa- 
fion,  in  his  poem  to  a  young  gentleman  bound  for  Guinea.         p.  53. 

*  In  his  hymn  to  benevolence,  he  thus  addrefTes  himfelf  to  that  fourca 
of  all  virtues : 

O  come,  and  o'er  my  bofom  reign, 
Expand  my  heart,  inflame  each  vein  j 

Through  ev'ry  action  mine  : 
Each  low,  each  felfifh  wifh  controul ; 
With  ail  thy  effence  warm  my  foul, 

And  make  me  wholly  thine  ! 

Nor  let  fair  virtue's  mortal  bane, 
The  foul-contra&ing  third  of  gain, 

My  fainteft  wifhes  fway  : 
By  her  poffefs'd  ere  hearts  refine, 
In  hell's  dark  depth  mall  mercy  {bine 

And  kindle  endlefs  day. 

f  See  the  three  firfl  ftanzas  in  his  poem  under  that  name. 

He 


p.  2  j. 
\\  128. 


Life,  Character,  and  Poems,  xv 


He  feems  to  have  no  earned  defires  for  any  thing,  ex- 
cept *  knowlege,  and  a  f  moderate  mare  of  fame ;  nor  to 

*  — —  The  facred  fane 
Of  knowlege,  fcarce  accefiible  to  me, 
With  heart-confuming  anguuli  I  behold  : 
Knowlege,  for  which  my  foul  infatiate  burns 

With  ardent  thirft—  >   ¥•  l57* 

And,  a  little  after  : 

Perhaps,  enlivening  hope  I  perhaps  my  foul, 

May  drink  at  wifdom's  fountain ;  and  allay 

Her  unextinguished  ardor  in  the  ftream  !  p.  162. 

It  is  from  the  fame  paffion,  that  he  has  long'd  fo  vehemently  to  be 
acquainted  with  the  moft  eminent  perfons  of  his  times  j  or,  as  I  mould 
rather  have  faid,  with  the  chief  of  them  all,  Mr.  Pope.  Though  what 
he  fays  of  his  longing  for  knowlege,  is  fo  very  ftrongly  exprefs'dj  this 
ftill  exceeds  at.  He  fays,  that  he  long'd  for  it  more  than  for  any  thing 
upon  earth  ;  even,  than  for  the  reiteration  of  his  eye-light.    See  p,  158, 

<f  My  humbler  fun&ion  fhall  I  name, 
My  fole  delight,  my  higheft  aim  ? 
Infpir'd  thro'  breezy  {hades  to  flray. 
Where  choral  nymphs  and  graces  play  -3 
Above  th'  unthinking  herd  to  foar, 
Who  link  forgot  and  are  no  more : 
To  fnatch  from  fate  an  honeft  fame, 

Is  all  I  hope,  and  all  I  claim.  p.  4. 

But  this  defire  of  fame,  is  only  for  a  moderate  fhare  of  it  j  as  appears 
fiom  what  he  fays  in  another  place  : 

Pray'd  I,  that  fame  fhou'd  bear  my  name  on  high, 

Through  nation'd  earthr  or  all-involving  Iky  ?  p.  142. 
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feel  the  want  of  any  power,  except  *  that  of  doing 
good. 

He  is  very  open,  in  owning  his  own  +  faults ;  and  as 
honeft,  in  fpeaking  of  his  own  %  virtues.  Innocence,  he 
thinks,  ought  to  be  bold ;  ||  and  with  him  vice  is  the  only 

thing 

*  — — —         Hence  the  tear 

Of  impotent  companion  j  when  the  voice 

Of  pain  by  others  felt,  quick  fmites  my  heart ; 

And  roufes  all  it's  tendernefs,  in  vain  !  p.  157. 

•f  Like  all  mankind,  with  vanity  I'm  bleft  j 
Confcious  of  wit,  I  never  yet  poffcfs'd: 
To  ftrong  defires  my  heart  an  eafy  prey 
Oft  feels  their  force,  but  never  owns  their  fway : 
This  hour,  perhaps,  as  death  I  hate  my  foe ; 
The  next,  I  wonder  why  I  mould  do  fo.  p.  193, 

I  Tho'  poor,  the  rich  I  view  with  carelefs  eye ; 
Scorn  a  vain  oath,  and  hate  a  ferious  lye  : 
I  ne'er  for  fatire  torture  common  fenfe; 
Nor  fhew  my  wit  at  God's,  nor  man's  expence: 
Harmlefs  I  live,  unknowing  and  unknown  j 
Willi  well  to  all,  and  yet  do  good  to  none  : 
Unmerited  contempt  I  hate  to  bear; 
Yet  on  my  faults,  like  others,  am  fevere ; 
Pimoneft  flames  my  bofom  never  fire } 

The  bad  I  pity,  and  the  good  admire.  p.  193. 

||  When  raving  in  eternal  pains 
And  loaded  with  ten  thoufand  chains, 
Vicp  deep  in  Phlegethon  yet  lay 
Nor  with  her  vifage  blafted  day, 

a  N« 
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thing  that  mould  be  able  to  make  sl  man  daftardly  and 
fearful. 

It  muft  have  been  this  boldness  of  innocence  alone,  which 
could  enable  a  man  of  fuch  a  chara&er  as  all  his  friends 
agree  in  giving  him,  to  make  fo  folernn  *  an  appeal  to  Hea- 
ven, about  the  part  courfe  of  his  life  ;  or  fo  ftrong  a  wifh 
againft  himfelf  t,  if  he  mould  ever  defert  virtue  in  the  re- 
maining part  of  it* 

No  fear  to  guiltlefs  man  was  known ; 
For  God  and  virtue  reign 'd  alone : 
But  when  from  native  flames  and  night 
The  curfed  monfter  wing'd  her  flight  -3 
Pale  fear  among  her  hideous  train, 
Chas'd  fweet  contentment  from  her  reign  : 
Banifh'd  from  day  her  dear  delight; 

And  (hook,  with  confcious  ftarts,  the  night,  p.  go, 

f  Behold,  O  God  !  behold  me  ftand, 

And  to  thy  ftrict  regard  difclofe 
Whate'er  was  acted  by  my  hand  j 

Whate'er  my  inmoft  thoughts  propofe : 
If  Vice  indulg'd  their  candor  ftain, 

Be  all  my  portion  bitternefs  and  pain,  p.  22. 

-f  This  is  in  Hymn  to  Benevolence  j  as  addrefling  which,  he  fays  r 
If  from  thy  facred  paths  I  turn  ; 
Nor  feel  their  griefs  while  others  mourn, 

Nor  with  their  pleafures  glow  : 
Banifli'd  from  God,  from  blifs,  and  thee, 
My  own  tormentor  let  me  be  j 

And  groan  in  hopelefs  woe.  p.  a8. 


C 


There 
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There  is  either  an  uncommon  warmth,  or  tendernefs,  in 
his  ideas  of  all  the  nearer  connexions  in  life.  His  extreme 
gratitude  and  affection  for  his  father  has  been  mentioned 
already ;  and  he  fhews  due  proportions  of  the  fame  -f-,  in 
fpeaking  of  other  relations  and  friends. 

Indeed  he  is  fo  far  from  being  f  any  man's  enemy,  that 
he  extends  his  brotherly  ||  regards  to  all  mankind.  His  be- 
nevolence is  *  univerfal;  he  always  fpeaks  of  that  great 
fource  of  virtue,  as  the  greateft  fource  too  of  §  happinefs 

•f  His  Ode  to  a  friend  bound  for  Guinea,  the  Monody,  and  the  Elegy 
to  Conftantia,  in  particular,  abound  with  proofs  of  his  tendernefs  and 
affe&ion  for  his  friends. 

J  There  feems  to  be  much  honefty  in  his  anfwer  to  a  gentleman,  who 
afk'd  his  fentiments  of  him : 

Dear  Fabius,  me  if  well  you  know, 

You  ne'er  will  take  me  for  your  foe : 

If  right  yourfelf  you  comprehend, 

You  ne'er  will  take  me  for  your  friend.  p.  i<>£. 

j]  For  this  has  heaven  to  virtue's  glorious  ftage 
Cali'd  me  •>  and  plac'd  the  garland  in  my  view, 
The  wreath  of  conq'ueft.    Bafely  to  defert, 
The  part  affign'd  me  j  and  with  daftard  fear 
From  prefent  pain,  the  caufe  of  future  blifs, 
To  fhrink  into  the  bofom  of  the  grave ;  — 
How  then  is  gratitude's  vafl:  debt  repaid  ? 
Where  all  the  tender  offices  of  love 
Due  to  fraternal  man,  in  which  the  heart 

Each  blefling  it  communicates  enjoys?  p.  164,,  165. 

*  See  p.  172,  1,  1 8,  &c. 

^  Beatitude  fupreme  in  giving  joy.  p.  150. 


and 
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and  *  joy :  and  (what  may  feem  fomewhat  particular)  he 
thinks  it  fo  not  only  to  man,  but  to  all  God's  creatures  +  \ 
even  to  the  leaf!  infecls. 

*  Hail,  fource  of  tranfport  ever  new  ! 
While  I  thy  ftrong  impulfe  purfue 

I  tafte  a  joy  fineere  : 
Too  vaft  for  little  minds  to  know, 
Who  on  themfelves  alone  beftow 

Their  wifties  and  their  care.  

By  thee  infpir'd  the  generous  breaft,, 
In  bleffing  others  only  bleft,. 

With  goodnefs  large  and  free, 
Delights  the  widow's  tears  to  ftay  ? 
To  teach  the  blind  their  fmootheft  way, 

And  aid  the  feeble  knee. 

Hymn  to  Benevolence,  p.  26*,  and  27, 

•f  Thou  filFft  the  wafte  of  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 

With  multitudes  that  fwim,  or  walk,  or  fly  j 
From  rolling  worlds  defcends  thy  generous  care 

To  infect  crouds,  that  'fcape  the  niceft  eye : 

For  each  a  fphere  was  circumlcrib'd  by  thee  g 
To  blefs,  and  to  be  bleft,  their  nobleft  end, 
To  which,  with  fpeedy  courfe,  they  all  unerring  tend,     p.  24. 
And  in  his  Hymn  to  Benevolence  5 
We  fee  thy  energy  prevail, 
Thro'  being's  ever  rifing  fcale 

From  nothing,  ev'n  to  God,  p,  26. 


C  2 


He 
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He  looks  upon  virtue  as  the  caufe  of  *  happinefs  to  man, 
in  the  whole  extent  of  his  being  ;  and  on  vice  as  the  caufe 
of  his  f  mifery  and  unhappinefs. 

His  thoughts  of  death  are  fuch,  as  I  mould  imagine 
every  wife  and  good  man  muft  entertain  of  it ;  and  if  they  are 
not  more  commonly  to  be  met  with,  it  will  only  prove,  that 
men  of  both  thofe  characters  are  not  fo  common  as  one 
would  wifh.    He  looks  upon  death  +  as  a  thing  rather  to 

be 

*  Fair  virtue  fhines  to  all  difplay'd  j 
Nor  afks  the  tardy  fchoolman's  aid. 

To'  teach  us  what  is  right  : 
Pleafure  and  pain  me  fets  in  view.  p.  63. 

4-  Curs'd  with  unnumber'd  groundlefs  fears 
How  pale  yon  fhivering  wretch  appears ! 
For  him,  the  day-light  fhines  in  vain  ; 
For  him,  the  fields  no  joys  contain : — 
Impending  mifts  deform  the  fky, 

And  beauty  withers  in  his  eye,  &c.  p.  35. 

Bat  fince  all  crimes  their  hell  contain  ; 

Since  all  muft  feel,  who  merit  pain,  8cc.  p.  32. 

+  Reafon  will  difpel 

Thofe  fancy 'd  terrors.    Reafon  will  inftrucl:  thee, 
That  death  is  Heaven's  kind  interpofmg  hand, 
To  fnatch  thee  timely  from  impending  woe } 
From  aggregated  mifery,  whofe  pangs 

Can  find  no  other  period  but  the  grave,  p.  155. 

 ,  Who  wou'd  not  fink 

A  while  in  tears  and  forrowj  then  emerge 

With  tenfold  luflre,  triumph  o'er  his  pain, 

And  with  unfading  glory  ftiine  in  Heavn  ?  p.  165. 

While 
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be  defired,  than  to  be  fear'd  ;  as  a  relief  from  all  the  bufHe, 
and  troubles,  of  this  life ;  and  as  the  initiation,  or  entrance, 
into  a  much  nobler  ftate  of  life,  an  uninterrupted  ftate  of 
immortality  and  joy. 

His  ideas  of  the  Deity  are  uncommonly  great  and  noble. 
He  fpeaks  of  God,  as  completing  the  whole  creation  *  by  a 
fingle  thought ;  and  of  his  +  diftreffing,  or  reviving  all  things, 
only  by  cafting  a  fingle  regard  toward  them,  or  looking  from 
them.  He  confiders  the  love  of  God  as  the  only  $  fatif- 
faciory  object  for  happinefs  in  this  world  :  and  he  fhews  how 
ftrong  this  is  in  his  own  mind,  by  the  warmth  which  ||  ani- 
mates 

-    While  life  gives  pleafure,  life  {hall  ftill  remain  j 

Till  death,  with  gentle  hand,  (hall  mut  the  pleafing  fcene  : 

Safe,  fable  guide,  to  that  celeftial  more 
Where  pleafure  knows  no  end,  and  change  is  fear'd  no  more.  p.  57. 
*  See  p.  13.         Hail  fovereign  goodnefs,  &c. 

-j-  But  if  one  moment  thou  thy  face  fliould'ft  hide, 
Thy  glory  clouded,  or  thy  fmiles  deny'd, 
Then  widow'd  nature  veils  her  mournful  eyes ; 

And  vents  her  grief  in  univerfal  fighs.  

But  when  again  thy  glory  is  difplay'd, 
Reviv'd  creation  lifts  her  chearful  head  : 
New  rifing  forms  thy  potent  fmiles  obey, 
And  life  rekindles  at  the  genial  ray  j 
United  thanks  replenifh'd  nature  pays, 

And  heav'n  and  earth  refound  their  Maker's  praife.      p.  15,  16'. 

X  See  The  Wifli  fatisfy'd,  p.  38  to  41. 

j|  While  this  immortal  fpark  of  heav'nly  flame 
Diftends  my  breaft,  and  animates  my  frame, 

To 
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mates  his  prayers,  and  thankfgivings,  to  his  Maker.  He 
carries  this  fo  far,  that  in  one  place  (tho'  he  exprefles  his  in- 
ferior abilities  as  to  the  form),  he  feems  unwilling  to  yield 
even  to  the  angelic  order  of  beings  *:,  as  to  the  fincerity  and 
ardency  of  his  devotions. 

Tho* 

To  thee  my  ardent  praifes  fhall  be  borne 

On  the  firft  breeze  that  wakes  the  blufhing  morn  j 

The  lateft  ftar  mail  hear  the  pleafing  found, 

And  nature  in  full  choir  mall  join  around  : 

When  full  of  thee  my  foul  excurfive  flies 

Thro'  earth,  air,  ocean,  or  thy  regal  ikies ; 

Fiom  world  to  world,  new  wonders  ftill  I  find,1 

And  all  the  Godhead  flames  on  my  mind.  p.  i6,  17. 

And  in  his  Hymn  to  Divine  Love : 

To  thee,  munific  ever-flaming  love! 

One  endlels  hymn  united  nature  fingS} 
To  thee,  the  bright  inhabitants  above 

Tune  the  glad  voice,  and  fweep  the  warbling  firings : 

From  pole  to  pole,  on  ever- waving  wings 
Winds  waft  thy  praife,  by  rolling  planets  tun'd ; 
Aid  then,  O  love,  my  voice  to  emulate  the  found. 

It  comes !  it  comes  !  I  feel  internal  day  ! 

Transfufive  warmth  through  all  my  bofom  glows: 
My  foul  expanding  gives  the  torrent  way } 

Thro'  all  my  veins  it  kindles  as  it  flows. 

Thus  ravifh'd  from  the  fcene  of  night  and  woes, 
Oh  fnatch  me,  bear  me  to  thy  happy  reign  ! 
There  teach  my  tongue  thy  praife,  in  more  exalted  ftrain.       p.  25. 

*  By  thee,  O  God  !  by  thy  paternal  arm, 
Through  evVy  period  of  my  infant  ftate 

Suftain'd, 
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Tho'  I  have  read  Mr.  'BlacklocKs  poems  enough,  to  have 
entertain'd  as  high  an  opinion  of  them,  as  any  one  can  well 
have ;  yet  my  going  from  his  moral  character  to  his  poetical 
one,  feems  a  very  great  fall  to  me:  and  I  feel  a  fenfible 
uneafinefs  in  quitting  the  former,  even  whilft  I  am  entering 
on  fo  agreeable  a  fubjecl:  as  the  latter. 

SEC  T.  III. 

Of  his   Poetical  CharaEler. 

^pHERE  is  a  great  perfpicuity,  neatnels,  and  even  ele- 
*  gance  of  flile,  to  be  obferved  in  feveral  of  his  pieces : 
particularly  in  his  (a)  Wifh,  (which  has  fo  many  other  beau- 
ties);  in  his  imitation  (b)  of  one  of  the  pfalms  ;  his  poem  on 
(c)  the  refinements  in  metaphyseal  philofophy,  (in  which  he 
owns  [d)  he  had  plung'd  too  deep,  formerly,  himfelf) ;  in 
his  drefling  the  [e)  old  Scotch  fong ;  and  his  ode  {/)  to  a 
coquet. 

The  laft  mention'd  of  thefe  is  written  with  fomething  of 
a  gayer  air,  than  is  ufual  in  his  poems  •  tho'  he  is  far  from 

Suftain'd,  I  live  to  yield  thee  praifes  due. 
O  cou'd  my  lays,  with  heavnly  raptures  warm, 
High  as  thy  throne  re-echo  to  the  fongs 
Of  angels !  thence,  O  !  cou'd  my  pray'r  obtain 
One  beam  of  infpiration,  to  inflame 
And  animate  my  numbers !  Heav'n's  full  choir 
In  loftier  drains  th'infpiring  God  might  fing  ; 
But  not  more  ardent,  more  fincere,  than  mine. 

[a)  Poems,  p.  128.  (b)  The  139th.  p.  17. 

{d)  Ibid.  2.  (<?)  P.  78.  (f)  P.  57. 


p.  167. 
(c)  P.  61. 

wanting 
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wanting  a  talent  for  vivacity  andrTatire,  if  he  would  give 
himfelf  the  leave  to  indulge  it :  but  he  is  fo  good-natur'd, 
that  he  has  fcarce  given  us  any  direct  fpecimen  of  it  againft 
any  one,  except  himfelf.  This  is  in  the  piece  called  the 
{a)  Author's  Picture :  from  which,  and  his  [b)  earlieft  piece 
of  all  (that  has  fome  glances  of  the  fame  kind),  it  might 
fairly  enough  have  been  conjectur'd,  that  he  had  a  natural 
bent  this  way  ;  and  this  probably  would  have  appeared  much 
more  frequently,  and  more  ftrongly  in  his  writings,  had  it 
not  been  for  his  fuperior  goodnefs  of  heart,  and  his  being 
(truck  (as  foon  as  he  came  to  a  reaibning  age)  fo  much  more 
ftrongly,  with  the  charms  of  morality  and  philofophy. 

His  (c)  paftoral  fong,  and  his  ode  {d)  to  a  friend  that  was 
going  abroad,  are  very  well  written,  each  in  their  way ;  and 
have  befide,  feveral  good  pathetic  ftrokes  in  them.  His  (<?) 
paftoral,  infcrib'd  to  Euanthe^  is  poetical,  as  well  as  pathetic, 
to  a  great  degree ;  and  his  (/)  foliloquy  is  both,  in  a  very 
high  one. 

His  elegy  (g)  on  Confiantia  flows  on,  all  in  one  ft  ream  of 
diftrefs  and  paflion  ;  and  rifes,  about  the  middle  of  the  piece, 
to  very  high  poetry. 

This,  with  the  foliloquy  jufl:  mentioned,  and  two  of  his 
hymns,  (one  (h)  to  the  Supreme  Being,  and  the  other  (i)  to 
fortitude,  are  the  parts  of  his  poems  which  would  be  the  moll 
proper  of  any  to  prove,  that  he  is  not  incapable  of  himfelf 
to  rife  to  a  true  fublimity,  both  of  thinking,  and  writing. 

His  hymn  to  (i)  benevolence  is  an  amiable  piece,  for  its 
inlarged  notions :  and  both  that  and  his  ode  (/)  to  a  lady  on 

(*)  P.  191.  (/;)  P.  75.  (c)  P.  84.  (d)  P.  50.  (e)  P.  92. 
( /')  P-  153-  li)  P-  H¥  ih)  p-  9.  0)  P.  28.  {k)  P,  26. 
V)  P.  67. 


the 


Life,  Character,  and  Poems,  xxv 


the  lofs  of  her  child,  abound  as  much  in  good  morals,  as  they 
do  in  good  fenfe  and  poetry. 

Hrs  tranflation  of  (a)  Buchanan  s  Defiderium  Lutetia>  and 
his  own  (b)  plaintive  fhepherd,  give  the  belt  proofs  of  his 
eafe  and  fluency  in  the  pafloral  fort  of  verification :  and  in 
the  latter  of  thefe,  there  is  a  ftrong  inftance  of  his  varying 
his  notes  according  to  the  occafion :  I  mean  (c)  where  he 
fpeaks  of  his  own  diftrefs  in  flow  folemn  numbers ;  and  of 
his  rival's  happinefs  in  a  more  enliven' d  and  joyous  run  of 
verfe.  Much  the  fame  thing  may  be  obferv'd  in  his  two 
odes,  printed  (d)  together  ;  one  wrote  in  the  time  of  fick- 
nefs,  and  the  other  on  health. 

These  forts  of  mifcellaneous  poems  have  not  generally 
much  of  planning  in  them.  The  beft  plann'd  among  Mr. 
BlacklocKs  feem  to  be  his  (e)  Wifh  fatisfied,  and  (f)  the  Mo- 
nody ;  the  latter  of  which,  befide  this  merit,  is  very  pathe- 
tic, and  very  poetical. 

As  all  general  commendations  are  of  lefs  force,  and  more 
to  be  fufpected  5  I  fhall  give  feveral  particular  inllances  from 
his  works,  which  I  believe  will  be  fully  fufficient  to  evince, 
that  he  has  the  true  fpirit  of  poetry  in  him. 

The  moft  diftinguifhing  character  of  poetry,  is  to  be  de- 
fcriptive ;  and  it  is  this  which  gives  the  very  near  relation 
that  there  is  between  poetry  and  painting. 

Mr.  Blacklock  is  very  defcriptive,  in  many  parts  of  his 
poems;  but  'tis  very  eafy  to  be  obferved  that,  where  his  de- 
fcriptions  are  of  any  length,  they  are  generally  not  descrip- 
tions of  things,  but  of  paffions.  To  which  one  may  add, 
that  they  turn  much  more  on  the  melancholy  palTions,  than 

(a)  P.  103.    (b)  P.  98.      (c)  P.  98.  from  v.  3  to  v.  ao.    {d)  P.  72 
and  73.       iO  P.  38-  114. 
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the  joyous  or  pleafing  ones.  Both  of  which  are  perhaps  to 
be  accounted  for,  from  the  unfortunate  lofs  of  his  fight  in 
his  infancy. 

In  fpight  of  this,  how  pretty  is  his  ddcription  of  a  mo- 
deft  lady  going  to  be  married  ? 

See,  the  wifti'd-for  dawn  appears  ? 

A  more  than  wonted  glow  (he  wears.  -  » 

Awake,  you  nymphs,  the  blufhing  bride  ! 

T"  eclipfe  Aurora's  rofy  pride : 

While  virgin  fhame  retards  her  way  ; 

And  love,  half-angry,  chides  her  flay  (#). 

And  how  different  are  the  characters  of  his  minftrels  ? 

Panting  bofoms,  fpeaking  eyes  ; 
Yielding  fmiles,  and  trembling  fighs  (b). 

He  thus  exprefles  his  own  pafiion,  for  Urania; 

Amid  the  cooling  fragrance  of  the  morn 

How  fweet  with  her  thro'  lonely  fields  to  jftray  ! 

Her  charms  the  loveliefl  landfkip  (hall  adorn  } 
And  add  new  glories  to  the  rifing  day. 

With  her,  all  nature  mines  in  heighten'd  bloom  ; 

The  filver  ftream  in  fweeter  mufic  flows :  i 
Odours  more  rich  the  fanning  gales  perfume ; 

And  deeper  tinctures  paint  the  fpreading  rofe. 

With  her  the  fhades  of  night  their  horrors  lofe  j 

Its  deepen:  filence  charms,  if  (he  be  by : 
Her  voice  the  mufic  of  the  dawn  renews  j 

Its  lambent  radiance  fparkles  in  her  eye  (c). 

{a)  Poems,  p.  5;.  (I)  P.  40.  (r)  P.  128. 

S  His 
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His  introduction  (a)  of  the  Angel  to  folve  his  doubts,  when 
his  own  reafon  is  at  a  lofs  in  the  purfuit  of  happinefs,  mews 
how  poetical  an  imagination  he  has :  as  his  making  a  perfon 
of  content,  and  reprefenting  her  in  the  manner  he  does,  is 
the  effecl:  of  a  very  pretty  one  ;  tho'  it  takes  up  no  more 
than  a  lingle  line. 

While  in  the  lowly  hut,  and  filent  grove, 

V  Content  plays  fmiling  with  her  fitter  love  (b). 

The  picture  of  difcord  may  ferve  as  a  contraft  to  the 
former : 

Difcord,  at  whofe  tremendous  view 
Hell  quakes  with  horror  ever  new, 
No  more  by  endlefs  night  deprefs'd, 
Pours  all  her  venom  thro'  each  breaft : 
And,  while  deep  groans  and  carnage  is  increas'd, 
Smiles  grim,  the  rifing  mifchief  to  enjoy  (c). 

The  defcription  of  a  youth  whilft  drowning,  and  the  ex- 
preillon  of  the  grief  of  his  friends  ftanding  on  the  bank, 
and  unable  to  aflift  him ;  are  equally  ftrong  and  poetical. 

Rang'd  on  the  brink  the  weeping  matrons  ftand, 

The  lovely  wreck  of  fortune  to  furvey  j 
While  o'er  the  flood  he  wav'd  his  beauteous  hand, 

Or  in  convulfive  anguifh  ftruggling  lay; 

By  flow  degrees  they  view'd  his  force  decay, 
In  fruitlefs  efforts  to  regain  the  fhore  ; 
They  view'd,  and  mourn'd  his  fate — O  heaven,  they  cou'd  no  more !  (d) 

The  diftrefs  of  a  blind  man,  (when  fuddenly  alarm'd 
with  a  danger  that  threatens  his  life,  tho'  the  extent  and  na- 

(a)  P.  39.  ver.  9.  to  the  end  of  that  poem.  (b)  P.  ioo.  ver.  44. 

(c)  Poems,  p.  45.       (d)  lb.  p.  I  I  f. 

d  2  ture 
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ture  of  that  danger  is  unknown  to  him)  is  thus  ftrongly  and 
abruptly  exprefs'd  in  the  entrance  of  his  foliloquy. 

Where  am  I  ? —  O  eternal  power  of  heavn 
Relieve  me !— -  Or  amid  the  filent  gloom 
Can  danger's  cry  approach  no  gen'rous  ear 

Prompt  to  redrefs  th'  unhappy  !  O  my  heart !  

What  mall  I  do  ?  or  whither  mall  I  turn  ? — - 
Will  no  kind  hand,  benevolent  as  heav'n, 
Save  me  invoiv'd  in  peril,  and  in  night !  (a) 

This  has  a  very  near  refemblance  to  the  pathetic  manner 
of  Sophocles,  (particularly  in  the  firft  fcene  of  his  Philo&etes :) 
as  the  following  lines  on  love,  from  his  old  Scotch  fong,  con- 
tain fome  of  the  very  expreflions  of  Sappho. 

He  flx'd  his  look,  he  figh'd,  he  quak'd ; 

His  colour  went,  and  came  : 
Dark  grew  his  een,  his  ears  refound  j 

His  breaft  was  all  on  flame  (b). 

Not  lefs  ftrong  is  his  account  of  the  firft  attack  of  a  vio- 
lent love. 

There,  from  the  nymphs  retir'd,  deprefs'd  me  lay  ; 
To  unremitting  pain  a  fmiling  prey : 
Even  then  I  faw  her,  as  an  angel  bright  j 
I  faw  !  I  lov'd  !  I  perim'd  at  the  fight ! 
I  figrfd,  I  blunYd  ;  I  gaz'd  with  fix'd  furprize  : 
And  all  my  foui  hung  raptur'd  in  my  eyes  (<r) 

And  he  fhews  much  the  fame  force,  in  fpeaking  of  his 
rival's  happinefs  (d) ;  and  his  own  jealoufy  and  conftancy. 


p.  132.  v.  69  to  v.  76. 


(c)  P.  05.        {d)  P.  37,  38.  See 

His 
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His  defcription  of  the  effects  of  a  guilty  confciencc  is  as 
poetical  as  it  is  juft.  In  fpeaking  of  a  very  wicked  perfon, 
he  fays : 

In  hopes  his  terror  to  elude, 
By  day,  he  mingles  with  the  croud  : 
Yet  finds  his  foul  to  fears  a  prey, 
In  bufy  crouds,  and  open  day. 
If  night  alone  his  walk  furprize, 
What  horrid  vifions  round  him  rife  ! 
That  blafted  oak,  which  meets  his  way, 
Shewn  by  the  meteor's  fudden  ray, 
(The  midnight  murd'rer's  known  retreat), 
Felt  Heav'n's  avengeful  bolt  of  late  ; 
The  claihing  chain,  the  groan  profound, 
Loud  from  yon  ruin'd  tow'r  refound : 
And  now  the  fpot  he  feems  to  tread 
Where  fome  felf-flaughter'd  corfe  was  laid  j 
Beneath  his  fteps  earth  feems  to  bend ; 
Deep  murmurs  from  her  caves  afcend  : 
Till  all  his  foul,  by  fancy  fway'd, 
Sees  horrid  phantoms  croud  the  made  (a). 

There  is  very  much  of  the  fame  force,  and  the  fame 
way  of  thinking,  in  his  defcription  of  horror  ;  where  he 
breaks  out  thus,  all  at  once : 

And,  mield  me  Heav'n  1  what  hollow  found, 
Like  fate's  dread  knell,  runs  echoing  round? 
The  bell  ftrikes  one;  that  magic  hour, 
When  rifing  fiends  exert  their  pow'r  : 
And  now,  fuie  now,  fome  caufe  unblefl: 
Breathes  more  than  horror  thro'  my  breaft. 

(a)  P.  35,  3,6. 

How 
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How  deep  the  breeze  !  how  dim  the  light ! 
What  fpectres  fwim  before  my  fight !  (a ) 

I  had  a  very  early  occafion  of  mentioning  his  force  in  de- 
ferring both  parental  tendernefs,  and  filial  affection.  As  he 
feels  this  with  great  warmth  in  his  own  bread,  fo  he  defcribes 
it  with  a  great  deal  of  energy  in  fpeaking  of  others.  What 
a  pretty  picture  does  he  give  of  a  young  daughter's  alTiduity 
in  attending  her  father  in  his  laft  ficknefs  ? 

Whether  the  day  it's  wonted  courfe  renew'd, 
Or  midnight  vigils  wrapp'd  the  world  in  fhade  ; 
Her  tender  taik  alliduous  (he  purfu'd, 
To  footh  his  anguifh,  or  his  wants  to  aid  : 

To  foften  ev'ry  pain, 

The  meaning  look  explain  -t 
And  fcan  the  forming  wifh,  ere  yet  expreft  : 

The  dying  father  fmil'd 

With  fondnefs  on  his  child ; 
And  when  his  tongue  was  mute,  his  eyes  her  goodnefs  blefs'd  (b). 

And  how  ftrongly  does  he  exprefs  the  grief  of  a  mother, 
on  the  lofs  of  her  fon,  by  a  violent  death  ? 

Dear  haplefs  youth, — what  felt  thy  mother's  heart ! 
When  in  her  view  thy  lifelefs  form  was  laid  ? 

Such  anguifh  when  the  foul  and  body  part, 
Such  agonizing  pangs  the  frame  invade : 
"  Was  there  no  hand,  fhe  cry 'd,  my  child  to  aid  ? — 

And  fo  on,  thro'  the  whole  (c)  page,  to 
"  And  art  thou  to  my  arms— -ah  !  art  thou  thus  reftor'd  !" 

(a)  P.  29.  {b)  P.  126.  (f)  P.  119,  120. 

I  SHALL 
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I  shall  only  add  to  thefe  proofs  of  his  emotion,  and  force 
in  writing,  fome  which  will  fhew  that  he  can  even  rife  to 
the  fublime.  Such,  I  think,  is  his  couplet  on  the  creation  of 
light,  in  his  hymn  to  the  Supreme  Being  : 

When  darknefs  rul'd  with  univerfal  fway ; 
He  fpoke,  and  kindled  up  the  blaze  of  day  (a). 

And  that  idea  of  the  whole  creation's  being  conceiv'd  and 
executed,  as  one  and  the  fame  a&,  in  the  following  paflage : 

Hail,  fovereign  goodnefs,  all-productive  mind  ! 
On  all  thy  works  thyfelf  infcrib'd  we  find. 
How  various  all,  how  varioufly  endow'd ! 
How  great  their  number,  and  each  part  how  good  \ 
How  perfect  then  maft  the  great  Parent  mine  ?  1 
Who,  with  one  acl  of  energy  divine,  > 
Laid  the  vaft  plan,  and  finifh'd  the  defign  (b).  J 

Such  his  defcription  of  the  whale,  in  imitation  of  the 
pfalmift. 

Here  the  huge  potent  of  the  fcaly  train, 
Enormous,  fails  incumbent  o'er  the  main  j 
An  animated  hie :  and  in  his  way 
Daihes  to  heaven's  blue  arch  the  foamy  fea. 
When  fkies  and  ocean  mingle  ftorm  and  flame, 
Portending  inftant  wreck  to  nature's  frame 
Pleas'd  in  the  fcene,  he  mocks  with  confcious  pride 
The  volley'd  lightning,  and  the  furging  tide: 
And,  while  the  wrathful  elements  engage, 
Foments  with  horrid  fport  the  tempeft's  rage  (c). 

<«)P.9.  (i)  P.  13**4.  (OP.  *%• 

Such 
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Such  is  his  imagination  of  the  terrors  that  diftra&  the 
mind  of  the  wicked,  in  two  paffages  fo  lately  (a)  quoted ; 
and  fuch,  in  the  two  following  on  the  fame  fubjecT: : 

'Tis  thine  to  fear  hereafter,  if  not  feel, 
Plagues  that  can  boaft  no  precedent  in  hell. 
Ev'n  in  the  filent,  fafe,  domeftic  hour, 
Ev'n  in  the  fcene  of  tendernefs  and  peace; 
Remorfe,  more  fierce  than  all  the  fiends  below, 
In  fancy's  ears  mall  with  a  thoufand  tongues 
Thunder  defpair  and  ruin :  all  her  fnakes 
Shall  rear  their  fpeckled  crefts  aloft  in  air 
With  ceafelefs  horrid,  hifs ;  (hall  brandifh  quick 
Their  forky  tongues,  or  roll  their  kindling  eyes 
With  fanguine  fiery  glare. -——   (b). 

■              To  thy  dreams 
Th'  infernal  gulph  mall  open ;  and  difclofe 
Its  latent  horrors.    O'er  the  burning  lake 
Of  blue  fulphureous  gleam,  the  piercing  mriek, 
The  fcourge  inceffant,  and  the  clanking  chain, 
Shall  fcare  thee  ev'n  to  frenzy.    On  thy  mind 
I  ts  fiercer!  flames  mail  prey,  while  from  its  depth 
Some  gnaming  fury  beckons  thy  approach  j 
And,  thirfty  of  perdition,  waits  to  plunge 
Thy  naked  foul  ten  thoufand  fathom  down 
Amidft  the  boiling  furges.  (c). 

{a)  P.  35,  and  36.  (&)  P.  148,  149.  [e)  P.  149,  150. 
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SECT.  IV. 

Of  the  defcribing  Vifible  Obje&s. 

TT  is  remarkable  enough,  that  fome  of  the  greateft  poets 
*  that  ever  were  in  the  world,  have  been  blind ;  and  'tis 
very  probable,  that  the  lofs  of  their  fight  may  have  added 
to  the  force  of  their  imagination,  as  far  as  it  went ;  in  the 
fame  manner,  and  for  the  fame  reafons,  that  we  think  the 
more  intenfely  of  any  one  thing,  when  we  fhut  out  all  the 
other  objects  that  are  round  about  us.  But  a  poet  born  blind, 
or  (which  is  much  the  fame  thing)  one  who  has  been  blind 
from  his  early  infancy,  is  ftill  a  novelty ;  and  a  thing  much 
to  be  wonder'd  at.  Our  great  Milton  did  not  lofe  his  fight 
till  he  was  (a)  toward  fifty  years  old  ;  and  Homer,  for  aught 
we  know,  might  have  enjoy 'd  his,  till  after  he  had  finim'd.his 
two  morr  celebrated  poems. 

Our  author  (as  has  been  mention'd  often  before)  loll  his 
fight  entirely,  before  he  was  half  a  year  old :  and  confe- 
quently  whatever  ideas  he  may  have  in  relation  to  vifible  ob- 
jects, rnuft,  have  been  acquired  only  from  the  characters  he 
has  learnt  of  them  from  books  and  converfation ;  and  fome 
fuppofed  analogies  between  thofe  characters,  and  any  of  the 
ideas  in  the  flock  he  has  laid  in,  either  from  his  other  fenfes, 
or  his  own  reflections  upon  them.  Notwith (landing  which, 
he  fpeaks  very  frequently  of  the  objects  and  ideas  belonging 
to  fight,  with  great  familiarity,  and  boldnefs  ;  and  generally, 
without  impropriety. 

To  make  every  thing  as  clear  as  I  can,  in  fo  intricate  a  fub- 
ject,  I  mall  fet  down  the  facts  from  his  own  writings,  under 

(a)  See  Newton's  Life  of  Milton,  p.  .xxxvii. 

e  -diiUnet 


xxxiv    An  Account  of  the  Authors 


diftinct  heads ;  and  add  my  own  guefTes  towards  accounting 
for  them,  under  each  of  thofe  heads. 

In  the  firft  place  then,  our  author  fpeaks  of  day,  and 

night ;— -light  and  darknefs ;  of  the  eye,  view,  and  fight  ; 

— of  the  fun,  moon,  and  ftars; — of  lightning,  and  meteors; 
— of  the  beams  of  the  fun  ; —  and  of  the  flaming,  gleaming, 
glowing,  glaring,  and  blazing  of  different  objects ;  fome  of 
thefe  in  a  literal  way,  but  more  in  a  profefs'd  metaphorical 
one. 

His  general  notion  of  day  (befide  the  idea  of  duration 
which  he  has  in  common  with  us),  feems  to  me  to  be  the 
idea  of  an  "  unknown  fomething,  that  is  very  lively  and 
"  joyous  but  the  diftinguifhing  joy  of  it,  that  we  have  in 
feeing  the  light,  and  all  the  variety  of  objects  that  are  gilded 
and  fhewn  to  fo  much  advantage  by  it,  he  can  only  talk  of 
(0),  as  he  does  of  the  joys  of  Heaven  :  which  (as  the  fcrip- 
tures  afTure  us),  it  has  not  enter'd  into  the  heart  of  man  to 
conceive. 

His  general  notion  of  night,  as  its  oppofite,  feems  to  be 
an  idea  of  fomething  very  gloomy  and  melancholy ;  not  un- 
like the  moft  vulgar  idea  (b)  of  hell,  in  all  ages. 

To  be  a  litfle  more  particular  on  thefe  two  articles :  I  ima- 
gine that  his  notion  of  day  is,  generally  connected  to  one  or 

(a)  If  up  to  heav'n's  setherkl  height 

Thy  profpect  to  elude  I  rife, 
In  fplendor  there  feverely  bright 

Thy  prefence  mall  my  fight  furprize  ; 
There,  beaming  from  their  fource  divine, 
In  full  meridian,  light  and  beauty  mine,  p.  io. 

{b)  He  himfelf  joins  night  and  hell  together.  p.  27,  ver.  24. 
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other  of  the  following  ideas ;  (a)  warmth,  (#)  variety  of 
founds,  fociety,  and  (c)  chearfulnefs. 

His  notion  of  night,  in  like  manner,  is  conne&ed  with  the 
ideas  of  (d)  filence,  (e)  folitude,  (f)  melancholy,  or  (g)  hor- 

(a)  i  I  feel  internal  day  j 

Transfufive  warmth  thro'  all  my  bofom  glows.      p.  25.  ver.  43. 

{b)  Banifh'd  from  day  each  dear  delight  j 

And  (hook  with  confcious  ftarts  the  night.  p.  30.  ver.  .71. 

(c)   1  Tho'  the  blaze  of  day 

Pours  on  their  fight  its  foul-refrefhing  dream  j 

To  me  extinct  in  everlafting  (hades !    p.  160,  161,  ver.  62 — 64. 

For  her,  black  fadnefs  clouds  my  brighter!  day  j 

For  her,  in  tears  the  midnight  vigils  roll :  p.  30,  ver.  37, 

(d)  Night  brooding  o'er  her  mute  domain, 

In  raylefs  filence  wraps  her  reign.  p.  28,  ver.  1. 

With  her,  the  (hades  of  night  their  horrors  lofe ; 

Its  deepeft  filence  charms,  if  (lie  be  by.  p.  3 1,  ver.  £7. 

(e)  In  hopes  his  terror  to  elude, 

By  day  he  mingles  with  the  croud ; 
Yet  finds  his  foul  to  fears  a  prey, 
In  bufy  crouds,  and  open  day  : 
If  night  alone  his  walk  furprize, 

What  horrid  vifions  round  him  rife  !        p.  35,  ver.  149 — 774,, 

{/)  Primaeval  night  refumes  her  gloomy  reign.  p.  13,  ver.  80. 

The  fcene  of  night  and  woes.  p.  23,  ver.  12. 
O  er  all  the  mournful  plain 

Let  night,  and  forrow,  reign.  p.  115,  ver.  19. 

(g)  Than  night  more  dreadful,  in  her  blackeft  ihroud. 

p.  1 62,  ver.  188.  -See  p.  28,  ver.  3—6. 

e  2  ror ; 
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ror  ;  each  of  which  he  himfelf  has  exprefly  annex'd  to  if, 
in  fome  part  or  other  of  his  poems. 

I  am  apt  to  fufpect,  that  he  may  formerly  have  admitted  a 
mixture  from  the  fenfe  of  feeling,  into  his  ftrongefl:  ideas  of 
darknefs  :  and  that  as  the  fcripture  (a)  (and  our  great  poet 
Milton  from  them)  have  call'd  it  palpable  [b\  he  may  fome- 
times  have  conceived  it,  as  if  it  really  was  fo. 

He  feems  to  ufe  the  words,  (c)  eye,  view,  and  fight,  indif- 
ferently, either  for  the  mind,  or  for  ideas  in  the  mind. 

Mr.  Blacklock  muft  probably  have  been  often  told,  that  our 
fight  conveys  much  quicker,  livelier,  and  more  pleafing,  (or 
as  I  mould  chufe  to  exprefs  it  to  himfelf,  much  more  poeti- 

(a)  Darknefs  that  may  be  felt.  Exod.  ch.  x.  ver.  21.  The  pal- 
pable obfcure.  Paradife  Loft:  B.  2.  ver.  406. 

(£)  This  was  confirmed  by  Mr.  Blacklock  himfelf  j  who  referred  to 
the  exprelfions  of  "  Solid  Gloomy  in  the  Hymn  to  Fortitude;  and  uuida~ 
mantme  Night"  in  his  Elegy  on  Mr.  Pope,  as  proofs  of  it. 

(<r)  Thy  wifdom  who  can  comprehend  ? 

Its  higheft  point  what  eye  can  find  ?  p.  18,  ver.  20 — 21. 

From  films  of  error  purge  the  mental  eye.         p.  176,  ver.  n. 

But  foon,.  too  foon,  in  fancy's  timid  eyes, 

Wild  waves  fhall  roar,  and  conflagrations  fpread. 

p.  129.  ver.  5.  6. 

Hence,  hence,  indignant  turn  thy  eyes, 

To  my  deje&ed  foul  I  faid.  p.  45,  ver.  41,  42. 

If  to  mankind  I  turn  my  view.  p.  44.  ver.  31. 

How  rare  fuch  views  the  heart  elate  I  p.  34,  ver.  125). 

Her  angel-form  thy  fight  fhall  charm, 

Thy  heart  her  angel-goodnefs  warm.  p.  45,  ver.  45-,  46. 

Still  the  fad  vifion  fwims  before  my  fight.        p.  122,  ver.  162. 

cal) 
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cal)  ideas  of  things  to  the  mind,  than  our  feeling  does ;  that 
thefe  ideas  are  all  Brought  to  us,  by  the  means  of  what 
we  call  light,  ftriking  varioully  on  our  eyes :  and  that  the 
chief  fource  or  difpenfer  of  this  light,  is  the  fun.  This  (to- 
gether with  the  ideas  that  he  has  gotten  in  common  with  us, 
(a)  from  philofophy)  muft  make  him  conlider  the  fun,  as  a 
very  glorious  being ;  and  indeed  this  idea  of  glory  feems 
from  his  works,  to  be  (b)  his  principal  idea  of  the  fun. 

(a)  He  has  very  right  philofophical  ideas,  as  fuch,  not  only  of  the 
fan,  but  of  the  moon,  and  ftars  j  as  may  appear  from  the  following; 
pafTages: 

Thou  all-enlivrning  flame,  rntenfely  bright, 

Whofe  facred  beams  illume  each  wandring  fphere 

That  thro'  high  heav'n  reflects  thy  trembling  light, 

Conducting  round  this  globe  the  varied  year-  p.  12& 

He  bade  the  filver  majefty  of  night 

Revolve  her  circles  j  and  increafe  her  light : 

Aflign'd  a  province  to  each  rolling  fphere ; 

And  taught  the  fun  to  regulate  the  year.  p.  12. 

Whilft  others  view  heavVs  all-involving  arch, 
Bright  with  unnumber'd  worlds ;  and  loft  in  joy, 
Fair  order  and  utility  behold  :  

To  me,  thofe  fair  viciffitudes  are  loft.  p..  15  f. 

(i>)  Where-e'er  the  nine  their  tuneful  prefence  deign, 
There  mail  thy  glory  with  unclouded  blaze 
Command  immortal  monuments  of  praife; 
From  clime  to  clime  the  circling  fun  (hall  view 
Its  rival  fplendor  ftill  his  own  purfuc  p,  1 43 . 


His 
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His  chief  ideas  of  the  moon  (0),  and  ftars,  are  probably  of 
the  fame  kind,  only  in  lefs  degrees. 

His  idea  of  lightning  {b)t  and  meteors,  I  fuppofe  to  be 
ftill  of  the  fame  kind  ;  only  with  the  addition  of  the  ideas, 
of  more  violence,  and  fhorter  duration. 

This  idea  of  glory  may  be  ufed  by  him  to  fupply  the 
room  of  our  idea  of  light ;  and  whatever  we  call  luminous, 
he  may  conceive  as  glorious  (c). 

His  notion  of  the  beams  of  the  fun  feems  to  be  compos'd 
of  this  (d)  idea  of  glory,  and  that  of  rapidity;  and  I  am 
a  little  inclined  to  fufpecl:,  that  he  may  [e]  pofTibly  have  ad- 

-  mitted 

(a)  He  calls  the  moon, 

 The  filver  majefty  of  night.  p.  12,  ver.  jf. 

And  the  flars,  "  the  argent  train,"  of  the  evening.       p.  13,  ver.  <)6. 

(#)  -  Lightning's  flam   p.  21,  ver.  83. 

■■The  meteor's  fuddain  ray. 

(Of  lightning),    p.  3  5,  ver.  156. 

 Of  the  ftate  of  the  bleft :  fee  paragraph  the  fecond,  in  note  \[, 

p.  xxii.  anteh.  and,  of  the  Deity,  note  *,  p.  xxiii. 

(c)  He  applies  the  fame  ideas  in  fpeaking  of  Heaven  j 
In  vivid  glcry  where  the  fainteft  rays 

Out- flam  the  fplendor  of  our  mid-day  fun.      p.  163,  ver.  216. 

(d)  Like  fun-beams  fheen  her  waving  locks  j 

Her  een,  like  ftars  were  bright. 

(In  his  old  Scotch  Song),  p.  85",  ver.  17. 

Swift  as  a  fun-beam  —  p.  4,1,  ver.  64. 

(e)  Far  as  the  pointed  fun-beam  flies.  p.  26.  ver.  13. 
Could  I,  like  Uriel,  on  fome  pointed  ray 

To  your  far  diftant  Eden  wing  my  way.  p.  174,  ver.  f. 

When 
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mitted  that  of  folidity  too  into  it,  formerly,  as  was  faid  be- 
fore (a),  in  the  cafe  of  darknels. 

.  Hjs  idea  of  a  blaze  is  certainly  this  of  glory  (JJj  if  I  am 
right  before  in  fuppofing  it  the  chief  ingredient  in  his  idea  of 
the  fun ;  and  thofe  of  (c)  flaming,  gleaming,  glowing,  and 
glaring,  may  be  all  of  the  fame  kind,  under  various  cha^ 
raclers,  and  in  different  degrees. 

What  his  idea  of  this  fort  of  glory  is  (d),  I  cannot  at  all 
determine :  and  it  would  be  a  very  particular  pleafure  to  me, 

to> 

When  darknefs  rui'd  with  univerfal  fway  ; 

He  fpoke,  and  kindled  up  the  blaze  of  day  r. 

Firft,  faireft  offspring  of  th'  omnific  word ; 

Which  like  a  garment  cloath'd  its  fovereign  Lord.  p.  p,  ver.  5— §.. 

(a)  P.  xxxvk 

(b)  Amid  the  fun's  full  blaze   p.  19,  ver.  48^. 

■■         The  blaze  of  day.  p.  p.  ver.  6. 

View  its  full  blaze  in  open  profpecl:  glow. 

(Of  the  Glories  of  Heaven )'.     p.  131,  ver.  66, 

(c)  From  world  to  world1,  new  wonders  ftill  I  find 

And  all  the  Godhead  flames  on  my  mind.  p.  17,  ver.  i6"p. 

 The  mid-day  gleam.  p.  117,  ver.  49. 

^Glowing  ftones   (Of  Diamonds);  p.  12,  ver.  30. 

Tho'  fortune  nurfe  him  with  a  mothers  care 

And  deck  her  pageant  in  a  fhort-liv'd  glare.       p.  189,  ver.  23. 

(d)  On  mentioning;  this  particular  to  Mr.  Blacklock,  fince  the  fir-ft; 
writing  of  this,  heendeavour'd  to  explain  his  idea  of  glory,,  in  the  fol- 
lowing manner  :  He  took  out  his  watch,  and  carrying  his  hand  gently 
backward  and  forward  on  the  cafe  of  it,  he  faid,  thatgave  him  an  idea 
of  fmoothnefs;  then  doing  the  fame  on  the  glafs,  he  faid,  thatgave 
him  an  idea  of  much  greater  fmoothnefs :  Now  this,  fays  he,  we  may 
carry  higher;  and  higher  in  the  mind  y  and  the  highefl  idea  of  fmooth- 
nefs, is  my  idea  of  glory. 

Our' 
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to  have  an  opportunity  of  converting  with  him  on  that,  and 
many  other  doubts,  that  muft  arife  in  reading  his  works. 
Yet  I  think  I  could  guefs  fometimes  at  what  turn  his  anfwers 
might  take ;  and  doubt  not  but  that  they  might  be  fome- 
times very  odd,  and  entertaining.  Thus  (to  inftance  in  a 
point  very  lately  mentioned),  I  imagine  that  if  he  was  afk'd 
the  queftion,  he  would  anfwer ;  "  That  a  brifk  tune  wag 
"  much  more  like  the  rays  of  the  fun  (a)  than  a  melancholy 
"  one;"  and  mould  not  be  furpriz'd  if  a  perfon  that  had 
been  blind  as  early  as  Mr.  Blacklocky  and  had  not  been  fo 
well  inftructed  in  philofophy  as  he  has  been,  was  to  afk, 
ct  Why  they  had  never  wove  fome  of  them  into  a  robe,  for 
<£  a  king  to  wear  upon  the  day  of  his  coronation  ?'* 

Secondly,  our  author  not  only  makes  ufe  of  epithets  from 
each  of  the  five  principal  colours  (at  leaf!:,  if  we  may  be  al- 
low'd  to  fubftitute  purple  in  the  room  of  violet),  but  alfo, 
from  white,  or  the  appearance  of  all  of  them  when  affociated 
together  ; — from  fome  of  the  intermediate  colours  from 
various  colours  in  the  fame  objecT;; —  and  from  the  different 
degrees  of  brightnefs  and  dimnefs  of  colours,  in  different 
objects,  or  on  different  occalions. 

I  do  not  remember  that  he  annexes  the  word  red  to  any 
thing  but  (b)  lightning  Yellow,  he  attributes  very  properly 

Our  common  idea  of  glory  feems  to  be  that  of  light,  or  brightnefs. 
Such  is  the  vulgar  idea  of  heaven  ;  and  the  painters  call  the  brightnefs 
round  the  heads  of  their  faints  by  the  very  name  of  glory.  The  ftrongeft 
fenfations  we  have  feem  therefore  to  fupply  us  with  our  ideas  of  glory  : 
our  ftrongeft  fenfe  being  that  of  fight ;  and  his  ftrongeft,  that  of  touch 
or  feeling. 

(a)  This  was  ftrongly  confirmed  afterwards  by  Mr.  Blacklocky  in  my 
convcrfition  with  him. 

(b)  As,  e'er  the  long-collected  ftorm  defcend, 

Red  lightnings  flam.   p.  120,  ver.  123. 

Till  his  red  terrors  Jove  again  difplay.  p.  137,  ver.  75, 
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to  (a)  gold,  among  metals;  and  to  the  (b)  crocks,  among 
flowers green,  as  properly  to  (c)  trees  or  arbours,  (d)  grals- 
iields,  valleys,  and  plains blue,  to  the  (e)  fea,  (f)  the 
heavens,  and  (g)  the  morning : — and  purple  to  the  {h)  even- 
ing, in  one  place ;  and  to  (t)  grapes,  and  (k)  hyacinths,  in 
others. 

Whiteness  (if  he  ufes  the  word  filver  for  white,  as  he 
does  yellow  for  gold)  is  attributed  by  him  to  the  (/)  moon, 

(<?)  With  toil  amafs  a  mighty  fiore 

Of  glowing  ftones,  or  yellow  ore.  p.  11.  ver.  39. 

(b)  In  yellow  glory  let  the  crocus  mine,  p.  135?,  ver.  9. 

1$)  Green  retreat.  p.  127,  ver.  249. 

Beneath  a  green  made  — *  p.  81,  ver.  1. 

(d)  Here  verdant  paflures  wide  extended  lie, 

And  yield  the  grazing  herd  exuberant  fupply.  p.  12.  ver.  61. 

The  verdant  vale   p.  155,  ver.  41. 

And  milder  breezes  fann'd  the  verdant  plain.  p.  85?,  ver.  2. 

{e)  The  azure  kingdoms  of  the  deep   p.  14,  ver.  111. 

(f)  On  liquid  air  he  bade  the  columns  rife 
That  prop  the  ftarry  concave  of  the  ikies ; 

Diffus'd  the  blue  expanfe  from  pole  to  pole.  p.  9.  ver.  9. 

— — Heav'n's  blue  arch——   p.  15,  ver.  124. 

The  blue  ferene-— •   p.  54,  ver.  81. 

(g)  Azure  dawn—  p.  83,  ver.  r. 
(b)  Now  purple  evening  ting'd  the  blue  ferene.  p.  89,  1. 
(/)  Rich  fwells  the  purple  grape.  p.  116,  ver.  31. 
(k)  Here  hyacinths  in  purple  fweetnefs  rife.  p.  111,  ver.  139. 
(/)  The  filver  majefty  of  night.  p.  12,  ver.  76, 

f  the 
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the  (a)  wings  of  an  angel,  and  to  a  [b)  clear  tranfparent 
{beam.  As  to  the  intermediate  colours,  he  ufes  fome  of  the 
fofter  degrees  of  red,  for  the  (c)  complexion,  for  the  [d) 
morning,  for  [e)  ripen'd  fruits,  and  for  (f)  wine ;  gold  co- 
lour, for  (g)  corn;  and  chefnut,  for  the  (h)  hair. 

He  fpeaks  of  various  colours,  in  the  fame  object ;  as  in  (/') 
flowers  5  the  (i)  wings  of  a  goldfinch  ;  and  the  (/)  rainbow. 

(a)  Immortal  guardians  from  the  fky 

Their  filver  wings  difplay.  p.  72,  ver.  80. 

(b)  By  the  margin  of  the  filver  ftream.  p.  117,  ver.  51. 

And  he  may  mean  the  fame  by  his,  cryftal  ftream.      p.  90,  ver.  23. 

(c)  The  rofe  lent  blufhes  to  her  cheek.  p.  8f,  ver.  19. 

(d)  Awake,  you  nymphs,  the  blaming  bride, 

T'  eclipe  Aurora's  rofy  pride,  p.  56,  ver.  1  j. 

 The  blufhing  morn.  p.  16,  ver.  164. 

 The  rofy  wings  of  morn.  p.  20,  ver.  51. 

(<?)  Autumn's  blufhing  gifts   p.  130,  ver.  31. 

(/)  Hebe,  fill  the  rofy  bowl !  p.  37,  ver.  40. 

(g)  Plant  the  fields  with  golden  grain.  p.  39,  ver.  13. 

Here  golden  grain  rewards  the  peafant's  care.       p.  12,  ver.  64. 

Rich  fvvells  the  purple  grape,  or  waves  the  golden  grain.  1 16,  3  1. 
Ih)  Unplaited  now  his  cravat  hung : 

Undrefs'd,  his  chefnut  hair.  p.  87,  ver.  35-. 

(/)  From  each  flow'r  of  varied  hue.  p.  74,  ver.  13. 

And  tulips,  ting'd  with  beauty's  faireft  dyes.      p.  119,  ver.  1 12, 
(Ji)  That  goldfinch,  with  her  painted  wings, 

Which  gaily  looks,  and  fweetly  fingc, 

That,  and  if  aught  I  have  more  fine, 

All,  all,  my  charmer,  mall  be  thine. 
(In  the  poem,  which  he  wrote  when  he  was  but  twelve  years  old).  7  5-8* 
(/)  Wide  o'er  the  heav'ns  the  various  bow  he  bends; 

Its  tinctures  brightens,  and  its  arch  extends.  p.  11,  ver.  53. 

He 
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He  attributes  palenefs  to  [a]  grief,  [b)  fear,  and  (c)  fick- 
nefs :  and,  on  the  contrary,  gives  a  brightnefs  to  his  colour- 
ing of  [d)  the  fun,  (e)  and  the  eyes a  chearfulnefs  (f)  to 
his  green -  a  fhining  to  (g)  fnow,  and  [h)  clear  ftreams ;— - 
and  a  glow  to  his  {/)  diamonds^  and  (k)  rofes. 

Toward  accounting  in  part  for  the  things  contained  un- 
der this  head,  or  at  leaft  toward  lefienino;  the  wonder  that  thev 

(a)  Thefe  pallid  cheeks  how  long  (hall  forrow  ftain  ?    p.  95,  v.  64. 

(I)  Pale  fear   p.  30,  v.  47. 

(c)  Quick-panting  afthma,  and  confumption  pale.  p.  122,  v.  ify 
{d)  But  now  the  fun  declines  his  radiant  head.  p.  182,  v.  83. 

What  tho'  the  radiant  fan  and  clement  fky 

Alternate  warmth  and  lhow'rs  difpenfe  below,    p.  11 5,  v.  25. 
((?)  Dim  are  her  radiant  eyes,  and  all  her  rofes  fade.     121,  v.  144. 

Mother  of  all  human  joys, 

Rofy  cheeks,  and  fparkling  eyes.       (Ode  to  Health).  73,  v.  1. 

(/*)  Smiling  verdure   58,  v.  21. 

(g)  '  "  Lucid  fnow.  iijV.  41. 

(Jo)  Lucid  ftreams    11,  v.  ik 

(/)  With  toil  amafs  a  mighty  ftore 

Of  glowing  ftones,  or  yellow  ore.  39,  v.  n. 

(k)   Rofy  luftre   4,  v.  62. 

The  violets  languifh,  and  the  rofes  glow.  135?,  v.  109. 

I  was  at  fiift  quite  at  a  lofs,  to  account  for  Mr.  BlacklocJis  notion  of 
violets  being  of  a  languid  colour  j  but  fancy  I  may  have  fince  hit  upon 
the  reafon  for  it.  As  in  the  ftudy  of  natural  philofophy,  he  has  been 
ufed  to  hear  the  principal  colours  named  in  one  regular  order,  in  which 
red  is  always  mentioned  firft,  and  violet  laft  of  all ;  he  may  either  thence, 
or  rather  from  the  nature  of  thofe  colours  themfelves,  have  gotten  an 
idea  of  red  as  the  ftrongeft,  and  of  violet  as  the  weakeft  of  all  the  co- 
lours :  and  it  may  be  partly  from  hence,  that  he  attributes  red  to  fuch  a 
violent  impetuous  thing  as  lightning  j  and  fpeaks  of  violets,  as  of  a  weak 
or  languid  colour. 

f  2  will 
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will  be  apt  to  occaiion ;  it  may  not  be  improper  to  obferve,. 
in  the  firft  place,  that  where- ever  our  author  ufes  the 
words,  yellow,  green,  blue,  or  any  of  the  other  epithets  re- 
lating to  colours,  he  may  poiiibly  ufe  them  (as  boys  very 
often  do  epithets  at  fchool)  without  any  determinate  ideas,, 
or  at  leaft  without  the  proper  ones.  He  may  have  got  the 
connexion  of  fuch  and  fuch  particular  founds  or  words,  with 
fuch  particular  things,  from  con. verfation,  and  of  others  from; 
the  works  of  our  poets ;  and  may  often  apply  them  properly 
too,  only  by  the  help  of  a  good  and  faithful  memory. 

A  Boy  that  has  got  the  connexion  of  the  words  Purpureas 
Olor,  or  Purpureum  Mare,  either  by  learning  fome  pafTages 
from  Horace  [a)  and  Virgil  by  rote,  or  in  the  ufual  method 
of  confulting  his  Gradus  in  his  diftreffes  for  a  word  to  lengthen; 
out  a  verfe,  may  ufe  the  fame  expreflions  very  properly  to- 
gether; tho'  he  does  not  know  the  meaning  of  the  word 
Purpureus,  and  has  never  feen  either  a  fwan  or  the  Tea  in  his> 
life ;  nay,  even  tho'  he  mould  never  fo  much  as  have  heard, 
that  a  fwan  is  of  a  light,  and  the  fea  of  a  dark,  colour. 

But,  in  the  fecond  place,  our  author  may  have  [h)  affix'd 
a  fet  of  ideas  to  the  words  he  ufes  in  relation  to  colours;  tho' 
quite  of  a  different  kind,  from  the  ideas  which  they  give  us. 

There 

fa)  —  -Purpureis  ales  oloribus.  Hor.  Lib.  4.  Od.  1,  10. 

In  mare  purpureum.   Virg.  G.  4.  373. 

(b)  This  was  written,  at  firft,  by  guefs ;  but  an  anfwer  of  Mr. Black- 
locks  fmce,  to  one  of  his  friends,  Teems  to  confirm  the  conjecture.  This 
friend  (on  recollecting  the  account  in  Mr.  Locke  of  a  blind  man,  who 
laid,  that  fcarlet  was  like  the  found  of  a  trumpet),  afk'd  him,  Whe- 
ther he  did  not  fometimes  connect  the  ideas  of  found  to  the  names  of 
colours  ?  Mr.  Blacklock  faid,  "  That,  as  he  met  fo  often,  both  in  books 
"  and  converfation,  wirh  the  terms  expreffing  colours  j  he  had  formed 
"  lalfe  affociations,  which  fupported  him  when  he  read,  wrote,  or  talk'd 

<l  of 
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There  have  been  fome  inftances  of  perfons  born  blind, 
who  have  acquired  fuch  an  additional  finenefs  in  their  fenfe 
of  feeling,  and  have  given  fo  much  more  attention  to  it,, 
than  a  man  who  enjoys  the  conftant  ufe  of  his  light  would 
ever  afford,  that  they  (a)  can  diftinguifh  all  the  principal 
colours  (in  a  piece  of  filk  for  inftance,  or  in  a  picture)  merely 
by  their  touch  :  and  I  have  heard  that  fome  of  them  have 
carried  this  fo  far  as  to  diftinguifh  feveral  of  the  intermediate 
colours,  and  even,  the  mixtures  of  different  teints,  in  parti- 
colour'd  filks. 

The  very  fame  variety  in  the  difpofition  of  the  parts  in  the 
furfaces  of  objects,  which  makes  them  reflect  different  rays 
of  light  to  the  eye,  may  make  them  feel  as  differently  to  the 
exquifite  touch  of  a  blind  man. 

When  fuch  a  one  has  a  mind  to  get  names  for  thefe  dif- 
ferent forts  of  feelings,,  his  readieft  way  to  learn  them  is  by 
enquiring  of  thofe  that  fee,  what  name  relating  to  colours  they 
give  to  fuch  an  object  and  then  he  can  annex  (^),the  fame  name 

to 

"  of  colour^:  but  that  thefe  affociations  were  mo  ft  commonly  of  a  mo- 
cc  ral  kind."  Tims,  for  inftance,  he  fuppofed  the  illumination  of  the 
fun  to  be  like  the  pre  fence  of  a  friend  ;  and  fo  of  the  reft: :  See  note  (b)3. 
below. 

(a)  This  Mr.  Blacklock  has  never  endeavoured  to  learn;  but  thought  it 
was  practicable,  if  any  body  had  a  mind  to  take  fo  much  trouble. 

[b]  On  my  reading  this  part  to  Mr.  Blacklock,  he  faid,  That  the  con- 
nections which  he  had  made  to  the  names  of  colours,  were  chiefly  of  a 
moral  kind ;  and  that  he  made  them  very  early.  To  red  he  had  con- 
nected the  idea  of  courage;  and  called  it,  "  a  very  bold  colour."-—  He 
gave  a  mix'd  character  of  yellow,  partly  good,  and  partly  bad  :  And  on 
my  faying,  that  there  was  fome  foundation  for  that  in  reality ;  for  that 
the  deeper  yellows  were  often  difagreeable,  and  the  paler  much  more 
agreeable  ;  he  laid,  "  The  latter  mufr,  be  fo,  becaufe  they  partook  more 
u  of  light."—  To  green  he  had  annex'd  the  ideas  of  peace  and  fere- 

3  nity.  
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to  the  particular  fenfation  it  gives  him,  upon  touching  it.  Thus 
he  may  make  a  new  fort  of  vocabulary  to  himfelf ;  in  rela- 
tion to  things  which  give  us  the  ideas  of  more  or  lefs  pleating 
colours,  by  the  eye  ;  and  which  give  him  the  ideas  of  greater 
fmoothnefs,  or  roughnefs,  by  the  touch :  and  in  this  cafe, 
tho'  our  fenfations  are  of  fuch  very  different  kinds,  our  names 
for  them  (as  far  as  they  go)  may  be  the  fame. 

Our  own  names  for  colours  are  infinitely  deficient  (for  I 
cannot  in  confcience  ufe  (a)  a  lefs  extenfive  word  for  it),  in 
comparifon  of  the  real  differences,  and  degrees  of  them,  in 
things ;  and  his  vocabulary,  as  to  this  point,  may  well  be 
fuppofed  to  be  yet  more  deficient  than  ours :  but  fuch  a  vo- 
cabulary, of  fome  kind  or  other,  he  may  make;  and  fuch, 
'tis  very  evident  from  his  writings,  Mr.  Blacklock  has  actually 
ftored  up  in  his  memory  ;  and  makes  ufe  of  as  occafions  call 
upon  him  for  it,  and  that  generally  with  propriety. 

Where- ever  Mr.  Blacklock  ufes  any  words  from  this  ftock 
or  vocabulary,  in  his  poems,  he  muff  fpeak  in  a  metapho- 
rical fenfe  ;  jufl:  where  we  mould  fpeak  in  the  proper  one. 
Thus  (as  has  been  faid  before)  he  ules  the  words  fight,  view, 

nity.  B?ue,  he  faid,  muft  be  pleating,  becaufe  it  was  the  colour  of 

the  Heavens;  and  purple,  becaufe  it  was  like  the  dawn  of  day:  (thefe 
two  laft  feem  to  me  to  be  got  from  the  epithets  fo  frequently  ufed  by 

our  poets,  of  azure  for  the  fky,  and  purple  for  the  morning).  To 

•white  (he  faid)  he  had  annex'd  the  idea  of  joy  \  and  to  blacky  that  of 
melancholy. 

(a)  The  different  fhades  and  degrees  under  each  of  the  principal  co- 
lours are  innumerable  :  and  as  to  the  moft  common  of  them,  in  particu- 
lar, it  has  been  doubted  by  fome,  whether  any  two  leaves,  even  on  the 
fame  tree,  are  exactly  of  the  fame  green.  If  this  be  true,  there  muft 
be  numberlefs  millions  of  millions  of  different  greens  only;  and  I  fup- 
pofe  that  all  our  Englilh  names,  for  all  forts  of  colours,  if  put  together, 
could  fcarce  be  made  to  amount  to  fo  fmall  a  number  as  fifty. 


and 
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and  eyes ;  for  the  mind,  perception,  or  thoughts : —  Lumi- 
nous, or  mining  ;  for,  glorious  : —  Sees  or  beholds ;  for,  per- 
ceives :— Green,  with  him,  means  fomething  pleating  or  fmooth; 
and  red,  fomething  rough  or  difpleafing:  and  fo  of  the  reft. 

rTis  a  confequence  of  this,  that  where-ever  he  fpeaks  fa) 
of  God's  feeing  things  (as  he  does  in  feveral  places),  he  muft 
be  lefs  metaphorical  than  we  arey  when  we  ufe  the  fame  ex-* 
prellions. 

'Tis  impolTible  to  fay  how  far  this  vocabulary  of  his  may 
reach ;  or  how  far  he  may  compound  and  divide,  or  reafon 
upon  thefe  fublidiary  ideas,  which  he  makes  ufe  of  in  the 
room  of  the  ideas  which  we  have  by  the  inlet  of  our  fight. 
But  however  unaccountable  it  may  be,  'tis  certain  he  does 
not  only  agree  with  us  in  the  ufage  of  many  ftngle  terms  and 
epithets  relating  to  viftble  objects  j  but  alfo  that  he  has  feveral 
defcriptions,  and  fome  of  length,  which  are  fo  juft,  and  in 
fuch  unexpected  circumftances ;  as  muft  aftonifh,  even  while 
they  pleafe  -us. 

As  to  ftill  life,  he  has  given  either  pictures  or  fketches,  or  at 
leaft  fome  pidurefque  ftrokes,  on  all  the  following  fubjects : 
The  (b)  morning,  (cj  funfet,  and  (d)  evening the  fej  fun, 

the 

(a)  P.  8,  ver.  54.---16  ;  155. — 17;  167,  &c. — jy  ;  1  to  12.— 20  > 
1.— 23;  12,  13.— 31  ;  ?3,  6cc— 14,1;  155— 156  j  %>. 

(b)  What  tho'  her  cheeks  a  living  blulh  diiplay,, 

Pure  as  the  dawn  of  heav'n's  unclouded  day.  97,  v.  103. 
(c)  But  now  the  fun  declines  his  radiant  head  j 

And  rifing  hills  project  a  lengthening  fhade.  102,  v.  83.' 

(d)  Mild  gleams  the  purple  ev'ning  o'er  the  plain.  93,  v.  13., 

(e)  Oft  while  the  filn 

Darts  boundlefs  glory  thro1  th'  expanfe  of  heav'n, 


A  gloom 
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the  (a)  moon,  and  the  (b)  ftars ; —  the  (c)  rainbow; —  (d) 
lightning; —  (e)  fulphur,  burning ; —  ffj  ftreams  foul'd  with 

rain:         a  very  good  (g)  flower-piece  j  and  two  or  three 

landfkips  (bjy  or  different  views  of  the  country. 

His 

A  gloom  of  congregated  vapours  rile, 

Than  night  more  dreadful  in  her  blackeft  ihroud; 

And  o'er  the  face  of  things  incumbent  hang, 

Portending  temper!  :  till  the  fource  of  day 

Again  afferts  the  empire  of  the  fky, 

And  o'er  the  blotted  fcene  of  nature  throws 

A  keener  fplendor  ~  K>2,  v.  185. 

See  1 16,  39  t0  4*  ;  and  136,  49  to  53. 
{a)  By  the  pale  glimmer  of  the  confcious  moon.  114,  v.  1. 

See  12,  7f  i  and  82,  19. 
{b)  —Grateful  evening,  with  her  argent  train*  13,  v.  96. 

(c)  See  p.  xlii,  Note  {I)  ante: 

\d)  —The  lightning's  flanting  way.  v.  71. 

(e)  O'er  the  burning  lake 

Of  blue  fulphureous  gleam   149,  v.  119. 

(f)  As  fwift  defcending  mowers  of  rain  ; 

Deform  with  mud  the  cleareft  ftreams.  4,8,  v.  8, 

(g)  Let  long-liv'd  panlies  here  their  fcents  beflow ; 
The  violets  languim,  and  the  rofes  glow : 

In  yellow  glory  let  the  crocus  mine  ; 
.NarchTus  here  his  love-fick  head  recline  ; 
Here  hyacinths  in  purple  fweetnefs  rife  j 

And  tulips,  ting'd  with  beauty's  faireft  dyes.  139,  v.  107. 

(h)  Him  bright  Hygeia,  in  life's  early  dawn, 

Thro'  nature's  favourite  walks  with  tranfport  led  ; 
Thro'  woods  umbrageous,  or  the  op'ning  lawn, 

Or 
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His  picture  of  a  (a)  lion  is  no  bad  one  ;  and  the  colour- 
ing in  the  angry  eyes  (b)  of  his  fnakes  is  as  ftrong  and  bold 
as  any  thing  in  painting  can  well  be. 

His  defcription  of  a  man  ftruggling  in  the  water  fcj,  in 
the  agonies  of  death,  is  of  the  fame  kind  ;  and  he  has  an- 
other which  is  as  foft  and  pleaiing,  as  that  is  frrong  and 
terrible.     What  I  mean,    is  the  pretty  jfaepherdefs  in 

Or  where  frefh  fountains  lave  the  flow'ry  mead  : 

There  fummer's  treafure's  to  his  view  difplay'd 
What  herbs  and  flow'rs  falubrious  juice  beftow, 
Along  the  lowly  vale,  or  mountain's  arduous  brow.  121,  v.  145. 
On  rifing  ground  the  profpecl:  to  command, 

Unting'd  with  fmoke  where  vernal  breezes  blow, 
In  rural  neltnefs  let  my  cottage  ftand  j 

Here  wave  a  wood,  and  there  a  river  flow.  129,  13. 

Ptant  the  fields  with  golden  grain ; 
Croud  with  lowing  herds  the  plain  : 
Bid  the  marble  domes  afcend, 
Bid  the  pleafent  view  extend ; 

Streams,  and  groves,  and  woods  appear.  39,  v.  13. 

(a)  Here  ftalks  the  fhaggy  monarch  of  the  wood ; 

Taught  from  thy  providence  to  afk  his  food : 

To  thee,  O  Father  !  to  thy  bounteous  fkies, 

He  rears  his  mane,  and  rolls  his  glaring  eyes.  13,  v.  84. 

{b)  All  her  fnakes 

Shall  rear  their  fpeckled  crefts  aloft  in  air, 

With  ceafelefs  horrid  hifs  j  mail  brandifh  quick 

Their  forky  tongues,  and  roll  their  kindling  eyes 

With  fanguine  fiery  glare.   1453*,  i©z. 

\c)  P.  37.  anteh. 

g  hi« 
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his  paftoral  fong ;  the  old  language  of  which  agrees  very 
well  with  his  fubjecl:.  As  this  is  the  Jongeft  description  of 
this  kind,  that  he  has  ever  aim'd  at ;  I  mall  infert  it  here,, 
in  fpite  of  the  old  Scotch  words  that  abound  in  it* 

'Twas  e'er  the  fun  exhal'd  the  dew,, 

Ae  morn  of  chearful  May ; 
Forth  Girzy  walk'd  the  flow'rs  to  view,, 

A  flow'r  mair  fweet  than  they ! 

Like  fun-beans  fheen  her  waving  locks* 

Her  een  like  ftars  were  bright : 
The  role  lent  blufhes  to  her  cheek  y, 

The  lily,  pureft  white. 

Jimp  was  her  waifi    like  fome  tall  pine, 

That  keeps  the  woods  in  awe : 
Her  limbs,  like  iv'ry  columns  turn'd  j 

Her  breafts,  like  hills  of  fnaw. 

Her  robe,  around  her  lbofely  thrown, 

Gave  to  the  mepherd's  een, 
What  fearlefs  innocence  wou'd  fhow$ 

The  reft  was  all  unfeen.  85,  v.  13 — 28, 

The  beauty  of  the  human  face  is  a  common  fubjecl:  with 
him  ;  and  he  not  only  gives  it  the  fame  colours  which  he  has 
here  (a)y  in  the  times  of  joy  and  health  :  but  paints  all  the 

(a)  The  cheek,  with  lilies  ting'd  and  rofy  dye,  60,  v.  4,6. 

different 
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different  languimings  of  it,  in  great  (a)  diftrefs ;  in  [b)  fick- 
nefs;  and  in  a,  fcj  fainting-fit. 

The  eyes,  which  one  fhould  lead  expect  to  be  a  fubjecl: 
for  his  pencil,  are  attempted  by  him  as  frequently  as  any 
thing  under  this  head  (d)  \  and  (what  is  very  furprizing), 
with  as  much  fuccefs. 

The 

(a)  ~   —When  that  cheek 

Ting'd  with  the  blufti  of  heav'n's  unfaded  rofe, 

Grew  pale  with  pining  anguifh.  ■■'      ■  151,^.144. 

(b)  When  languifh'd  ev'ry  tender  grace, 
Each  op'ning  bloom  that  ting'd  his  face ; 

And  pangs  convuls'd  his  frame.       (Of  an  Infant).  6%,  y.  16*. 

(c)  From  his  wan  cheek  the  rofy  tincture  flies ; 

The  luftre  languifh'd  in  his  clofing  eyes.  92,  v.  47. 

{d)  He  (peaks  of  fparkling  eyes,  in  his  ode  to  health ; 
Mother  of  all  human  joys, 

Rofy  cheeks,  and  fparkling  eyes.  73,  v.  1. 

And  of  his  Urania.: 

With  her,  the  {hades  of  night  their  horrors  lofe  : 

Its  deepeft.filence  charms,  if  me  be  by  : 
Her  voice  the  mufic  of  the  dawn  renews ; 

Its  lambent  radiance  fparkles  in  her  eye.  13  r,,  v.  5*7. 

He  fpeaks  of  fine  eyes,  in  forrow  j 
Thro'  tears  behold  a  filler's  eyes 

Emit  a  faded  raj,  ^2,  y.  41. 

in  concern ; 

While  touch'd  with  all  thy  tender  paia 
The  mufes  breathe  a  mournful  ftrain, 
,0  li^t  thy  languid  eye.  67,  v.  1, 


In 
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The  paflions,  and  the  difcovery  of  them,  he  afcribes  to 
the  eyes,  as  much  as  we  mould  do :  it  is  in  them  chiefly 
that  he  paints  (a)  anger,  (b)  love,  (c)  haughtinefs,  (d)  benig- 
nity, (e)  grief,  and  fear. 

The  fame  may  be  faid,  in  a  great  meafure,  of  thofe  ima- 
ginary beings  which  are  chiefly  form'd  on  ideas  of  the  paf- 
iions ;  and  all  the  others,  which  any  way  belong  to  what  is 

In  ficknefs ; 

 Cou'd  no  fong  of  melting  woe 

Revoke  the  keen  determin'd  blow, 

That  dimm'd  his  fparkling  eye  ?  6-8,  19. 

And  in  death : 

Stretch'd  on  cold  earth  he  lies ; 
While  in  his  clofing  eyes 
No  more  the  heavn-illumin'd  lufire  mines.  119,  v.  91. 

(a)  Soften,  my  fair,  thofe  angry  eyes.  77,  v.  n, 

(b )  The  fpeakling  glance,  the  heaving  breafL  6o,  4f . 
Arife,  Menakas^  with  the  dawn  arife  y 

For  thee  thy  Phczbe  looks  With  longing  eyes.  10 i,  v.  50* 

Aq j  .,  The  fupercihous  eye, 

Oft  from  the  noife  and  glare  of  profp'rous  life, 

On  my  obfeurity  diverts  its  gaze 

Exulting ;  and,  with  wanton  pride  inflate,. 

Felicitates  its  own  fuperior  lot.  157,  v.  83 — 87. 

00  That  eye  benign,. 

The  feat  of  mercy,  which  to  each  diftrefs 

Ev'n  by  thy  foe  fuftain'd,  the  gentle  tear 

A  willing  tribute  paid  i  now  fruitlefs  weeps, 

Nor  gains  that  pity  is  fo  oft  beftow'd..  146,  37 — 41, 

{e)  With  fear  and  grief  in  every  eye.  76,  v.  17; 

called 
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called  the  machinery  in  poetry :  fome  of  the  beft  ftrokes  in 
his  pi&ures  of  this  kind  alfo,  referring  chiefly  to  the  eyes. 
As  particularly  in  the  benign  look  of  the  angel  (a)  before 
mentioned  ;  in  the  ftaring  of  (b)  ghofls :  and  more  than^ 
once  ( cjy  in  his  defcriptions  of  envy. 

After  putting  fo  many  pafiages  together  relating  to  vi- 
ftble  objects,  from  our  author's  works,  I  am  lefs  furpris'd 
than  I  was  in  the  firft  reading  of  them,  at  his  fpeaking  fo 
frequently  (id}'  as  if  he  actually  enjoy'd  his  eye-fight. .  The 

ftock 

fa}  Note  fa),  p.  xxvii. 

{b)  While  fhrouded  manes  palely  flare  j 

And  beck'ning,  wifh  to  breathe  their  care;  36,  v.  \6&i- 

fe}   Vice  and  envy  flaunt  in  fmiles  alone. 

E'erwhile  depreit  in  abject  duft  they  lay  j 

Nor  with  their  hideous  forms  affronted  day: 

While  thy  great  genins,  in  their  tortur'd  fight,, 

Plac'd  truth  and  virtue  cloath'd  with  heav'nly  light, , 

On  the  death  of  Mr.  Pope^  134^  v.  16—  i&i- 

Envy,  that  tortures  her  own  heart 

With  plagues,  and  every  burning  fmart,, 

Thy  charms  divine  expelL: 

Aghafl  fhe  fhuts  her  livid  eyes 

And,  wing'd  with  tenfold  fury,  flies 

To  native  night  and  hell,; 

Hymn  to  Benevol#nce>  27,  v.  15J---24.. 

How  deep  the  breeze  !  how  dim  the  light! 

What  fpectres  fwim  before  my  fight !  2%  v.  21, 

From  the  realms  of  endlefs  day. 

A  bright  immortal  wing'd  his  way  : 

Swift  as  a  fun-beam  down  he  flew  j 

And  flood  difclos'd,  effulgent  to  my  view,         41,  v.  62^-6^, 

Then  1 
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flock  of  ideas  which  he  has  ftor'd  up  in  his  mind,  and  fub- 
$ituted  in  the  room  of  our  ideas  of  things  vifible,  and  with 
like  names  affixed  to  them,  are  fo  familiar  to  him,  and  are 
vufed  by  him  in  fo  uncommon  and  unaccountable  a  manner, 
(that  they  feem  to  ferve  him  as  a  fubfidiary  fort  of  fight ;  and 
put  one  in  mind  of  his  own  exprellions  of  intellectual  rays, 
internal  day^  and  the  mental  eye ;  as  well  as  of  that  paf- 
fage  in  the  pfalmift;  Kv^o?  ao<poi  r^Aa?  $  or  as  our  tranflators, 
:{by  joining  the  fenfe  of  the  original  to  their  own)  might 
have  renderd  it,  iS  The  Lord  giveth  [internal]  fight  to  the 
"blind/' 

Then  to  the  winds  his  radiant  plumes  he  fpreadj  . 

And  from.my  wond'ring  eyes,  more  fwift  thanjightning,  fled. 

Each  former  object  of  delight, 
Beyond  redemption,  wings  its  flight  j 
tAnd  where  it  fmil'd,  the  darling  of  my  fight, 

Prqfpe£ts  of  .woe  ajad  horrid  phantoms  rife,     43,  v.  .7— 10, 


Horace, 


T 
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Hor  ace,  Book  IV.  Ode  j.  imitated 
To  Mr.  Blacklock. 


TH  E  happy  bard,  on  whom  the  mufes  deign 
To  fmile  propitious,  feeks  no  vulgar  praife 
From  following  deep-mouth'd  beagles  on  the  pkin 
Nor  hopes,  on  races  won>  his  fame  to  raife. 

The  pompous  triumph,  to  the  hero  due, 
Shall  ne'er  elate  his  foul  with  haughty  joy  9 

Nor  conqu'ring  laurels,  awful  on  his  brow, 
Proclaim  him  great,  and  mighty  to  deftroy. 

The  mufic  of  the  groves,  the  filver  ftreams, 
The  zephyrs  whifp'ring  thro'  the  friendly  made,, 

With  gentle  murmurs  prompt  his  golden  dreams,. 
While  on  the  riv'letVflow'ry  margin  laid. 

Illuftrious  on  the  gilded  wings  of  fame, 

Hence,  to  Edinah  beauteous  nymphs,  his*  fong 

Is  borne;  the  fair  the  poet's  praife  proclaim, 
And  join  their  Blacklock  to  th'  immortal  throng. 

O  fov'reigii; 


0  fovVeign  miftrefs  of  the  tuneful  lyre ! 

Who  nYft  the  poet's  breaft  with  warmth  divine ; 
Who,  if  thou  wilt,  canft  gracioufly  infpire 

A  foul  as  rude,  and  as  unlkill'd  as  mine ; 

JTis  thine  our  Caledonian  bard  to  blefs 
With  all  the  glories  of  a  fpotlefs  fame  ; , 

From  thee,  O  goddefs !  comes  his  happinefs, 
The  power  to  pleafe,  and  an  immortal  name. 


Verses  written  by  a  very  near-fighted 
Gentleman,  and  infcribed  to  a  Lady, 
whofe  Sight  has  been  much  impaired  by 
Sicknefs. 

Qccafioned  by  reading  the  Poems  of  Mr.  Blacklock,  who 

has  wholly  loft  his  Sight. 

!  Thou  in  whom  th'  All-forming  Power  has  join'd 
^  A  feeble  body,  with  a  vig'rous  mind ; 
Whofe  weaken'd  fight,  wounded  by  light's  fierce  ray, 
Flies  from  jthe  influence  of  unpraclis'd  day ; 
And  inwardly  retiring  to  the  breaft, 
Beams  forth  in  ftcong  diftinguifh'd  fenfe  -confefs'd ; 

With 
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With  me  this  wond'rous  poet's  fong  pcrufe : 
O !  liften  to  the  di&ates  of  his  mufe, 
Whofe  fad  iimilitude  of  grief  mall  cheer 
Thy  drooping  foul,  and  teach  thee  how  to  bear 
Each  threat'ning  evil  of  thy  haplefs  ftate, 
And  foften  all  the  rigour  of  thy  fate. 

Behold  the  youth,  in  earlieft  age  depriv'd 
Of  life's  belt  gift,  almoft  e'er  yet  he  liv'd, 
To  whom  coy  nature  her  fair  face  difplay'd, 
Only  to  wrap  it  in  eternal  fhade : 
Extinct  to  him  creation's  works  appear, 
Each  pleafing  product  of  the  circling  year, 
Each  beauteous  fcene  with  varied  colours  gay, 
And  the  great  fun  himielf,  parent  of  day. 

Yet  has  indulgent  heav'n,  feverely  kind, 
Pour'd  forth  its  richeft  treafures  on  his  mind  ; 
And  even  lavifh  in  munificence, 
Has  ftor'd  with  images  each  other  fenfe  ; 
Making  for  lofs  of  fight  an  ample  recompenfe. 

Early  the  mule  had  mark'd  him  for  her  own, 
And  fhed  each  grace  on  this  her  fav'rite  fbn  ; 

h 


( 
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With  true  poetic  rage  his  bofom  fir'd, 
Not  warm'd,  but  wrap'd,  not  taught  him,  but  inipir'd  ;  . 
Hence  in  fweet  numbers  lifp'd  his  infant  tongue,  . 
And  ev'n  his  childhood  form'd  th'  impailion'd  fong. 

But  chilling  penury's  rude  grafp  confin'd 
The  riling  growth  of  his  untutor'd  mind  ; 
Check'd  his  afpiring  wing,  nor  let  it  foar 
To  heights  which  learning  only  could  explore.  .  >d  a'j     1  i 
At  length  the  gen'rous  hand  of  charity  . 
Loos'd  his  imprifon'd  foul,  and  bide  it,  free 
Through  all  the  fpacious  fields  of  fcience  ftray, 
And  to  fair  learning  pointed  out  its  way. 

With  eager  hafte  his  bufy  mind  explor'd 
All  that  in  ancient  volumes  had  been  ftof'd  ; 
Revolv'd  each  Grecian  and  each  Roman  page  >ni  ;  ri 1 :i£ 
With  curious  fearch  ;  inquir'd  from  every  fage, 
Whatever  of  God,  or  nature,  had  been  taught  ; 
What  priefts  had  utter'd,  and  what  poets  wrote. 
But  chief  the  mufes  virgin  train  he  lov'd  ; 
With  them  through  fair  Ederids  groves  he  rov'd, 


Smit 
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Smit  with  the  praife  of  fong ;  to  them  he  bore 
Each  happier  thought,  and  ev'ry  fairer  flower 
Of  knowlege  fprung  fpontaneous  from  his  mind, 
By  nature  prompted,  or  by  art  refin'd. 
Thus  form'd  by  learning,  and  matur'd  with  years, 
His  ripen'd  genius  in  full  bloom  appears. 

Whether  the  mufe  Horatian  notes  infpire, 
To  grateful  notes  he  tunes  th*  Horatian  lyre. 
Pleas' d  the  firft  tributary  lay  to  bring 
To  him  whofe  bounty  gave  him  firft  to  fing. 
Or  if  fublimer  themes  demand  his  fong 
(Such  as  of  old  dwelFd  on  the  hallow'd  tongue 
Of  IfraeW  pfalmift),  with  no  vulgar  hand 
He  ftrikes  the  facred  harp ;  at  his  command, 
In  language  not  their  own,  the  truths  divine 
Appear,  and  with  unfaded  luftre  mine. 

But  not  in  borrow'd  majefty  alone 
The  bard  is  feen ;  with  graces,  all  his  own, 
Adorn'd,  fair  fancy rs  richeft  ftores  he  drains, 
And  charms  us  with  the  mufic  of  his  (trains. 

&  *  Hark 
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Hark  what  melodious  founds  invite  the  ear, 
Whilft  to  fair  happinefs  he  bids  prepare 
The  pious  fong,  whilft  nobly  wild  and  rude 
He  hymns  the  praife  of  gen'rous  fortitude. 
Ev'n  dry  philofophy  from  him  receives 
A  pleafing  form  ;  and  nature  gladlier  lives 
In  his  defcriptive  verfe ;  where  (ftrange  to  tell) 
Thofe  obje&s  which  our  eyes  alone  reveal, 
Eyelefs  he  paints,  the  glorious  blaze  of  day, 
The  gloom  of  ev'ning,  and  the  moon's  pale  ray, 
The  twinkling  ftars,  that  in  bright  order  lie 
'Midft  the  clear  azure  of  the  diftant  fky. 
Nor  lefs  the  fruitful  earth's  productions  grace 
His  wond'rous  fong :  The  variegated  race 
Of  flow'rs,  that  on  its  painted  bofom  grow, 
With  colours  radiant  as  the  heav'nly  bow ; 
On  each  a  juft  defcription  he  beftows, 
From  the  faint  vi'let  to  the  blufhing  rofe. 

But  O !  how  fweetly  moving  are  his  ftrains, 
Whilft  of  loft  ftght  his  mournful  mufe  complains ; 
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And  all  the  complicated  ills  that  wait 
Ever  attendant  on  that  helplefs  ftate. 

Yet,  yet,  illuftrious  youth,  no  more  repine, 
That  Homers,  or  that  Milton  s  lot  is  thine ; 
Since  from  thofe  tuneful  bards  the  palm  you  bear, 
And  more  our  wonder  claim,  as  more  their  fate  you  mare 
If,  where  the  body's  light  extinct  we  find, 
Such  inward  rays  illuminate  the  mind, 
Who  would  not  wifli  to  be  for  ever  blind  ? 

Ev'n  he  whofe  pious  mufe  attempts  to  raile 
This  humble  verfe  to  thy  immortal  praife, 
Partakes  thy  lofs ;  with  clofe  contracted  fight 
All  things  he  views,  and  fcarce  difcerns  aright 
Thofe  objects  which  in  mid-day  luftre  mine, 
The  fun's  bright  orb,  or  female  face  divine. 
Yet  might  an  equal  portion  of  thy  fire, 
With  notes  like  thine,  his  fwelling  breaft  infpire, 
His  foul  with  heav'nly  virions  bleft  would  glow, 
And  leave  to  feeing  mortals  all  below. 

Thou  too,  whom  by  thefe  ftrains  I  ftrive  to  pleafe, 
And  give  thy  pains  fome  interval  of  eafe, 
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With  me  prefer  this  pray'r :  That  heav'n  may  grant 
Such  large  amends  for  the  clear  fight  we  want  > 
Pour  on  our  minds  this  poet's  brighter  day, 
And  blefs  us  with  his  intellectual  ray : 
So  mall  our  grief  a  frequent  refpite  know, 
And  our  alternate  fong  relieve  each,  other's  woe. 

Thus  fweeteft  Philomel \  once  fpotlefs  maid, 
Till  by  a  brother's  brutal  luft  betray'd, 
Within  the  covert  of  the  fhady  grove 
Sings  darkling,  and  forgets  her  injur'd  love. 
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Several  Occasions, 


Horace,  Ode  I.  Imitated. 

Infcribed  to 

Dr.  JOHN  STEVENSON,  Phyfician  in  Edinburgh. 

S01  THOU,  whofe  goodnefs  unconfin'd 
^®  O?^^    Extends  its  wifh  to  human  kind  ; 
»    By  whofe  indulgence  I  afpire 
i   To  ftrike  the  fweet  Horatian  lyre : 
There  are  who  on  th'  Olympic  plain 
Delight  the  chariot's  fpeed  to  rein  ; 
Involved  in  glorious  duft,  to  roll ; 
To  turn  with  glowing  wheel  the  goal ; 


B 


Who 
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Who  by  repeated  trophies  rife,, 
And  £hare  with  Gods  their  pomp  and  fkies»- 
This  man,  if  changeful  crouds  admire,, 
Fermented  ev'n  to  mad  defire, 
Their  fool  or  villain  to  elate 
To  all  the  honours  of  the  ftate 
That,  if  his  granary  fecures 
Whate'er  th'  autumnal  fun  matures,, 
Pleas'd  his  paternal  field  to  plow, 
Remote  from  each  ambitious  view ; 
Vaft,  India's  wealth  would  bribe  in  vain, 
To  launch  the  bark,  and  cut  .the  main. 

The  merchant,  while  the  weftern  breeze 
Ferments  to  rage  th'  Icarian  feas, 
Urg'd  by  th'  impending  hand  of  fate, 
Extolls  to  heav'n  his  country-feat, 
Its  fweet  retirement,  fearlefs  eafe, 
The  fields,  the  air,  the  ftreams,  the  trees ; 
Yet  fits  the  fhatter'd  bark  again, 
Refolv'd  to  brave  the  tumid  main, 
Rcfolv'd  all  hazards  to  endure, 
Nor  fhun  a  plague,  but,  to  be  poor. 


Several  Occasions.  3 

One  with  the  free,  the  gen'rous  bowl, 
Abforbs  his  cares,  and  warms  his  foul : 
Now  wrapt  in  eafe,  fupinely  laid 
Beneath  the  myrtle's  am'rous  fhade  ; 

Now  where  fome  facred  fountain  flows,  35 
Whofe  cadence  foft  invites  repofe; 
While  half  the  fultry  fummer's  day 
On  filent  pinions  fteals  away. 

Some  bofoms  boaft  a  nobler  flame. 
In  fields  of  death  to  toil  for  fame,  40 
In  war's  grim  front  to  tempt  their  fate ; 
Curft  war  !  which  brides  and  mothers  hate  : 
As  in  each  kindling  hero's  fight 
Already  glows  the  promis'd  fight, 

Their  hearts  with  more  than  tranfport  bound,  45 
While  drums  and  trumpets  mix  their  found. 

Unmindful  of  his  tender  wife, 
And  ev'ry  home-felt  blifs  of  life, 
The  huntfman,  in  th*  unfhelter'd  plains, 
Heav'n's  whole  inclemency  fuftains  50 
Now  fcales  the  fteepy  mountain's  flde, 
Now  tempts  the  torrent's  headlong  tide  5 

B  2  Whether 
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Whether  his  faithful  hounds  in  view, 
With  fpeed  fome  timid  prey  purfue  ; 
Or  fome  fell  monfter  of  the  wood 
At  once  his  hopes  and  fnares  elude. 

Good  to  beftow,  like  Heav'n,  is  thine, 
Concurring  in  one  great  deUgn ; 
To  cool  the  fever's  burning  rage, 
To  knit  the  feeble  nerves  of  age, 
To  bid  young  health,  with  pleafure  crown'd, 
In  rofy  luftre  fmile  around. 

M  y  humbler  function  fhall  I  name  j 
My  fole  delight,  my  higheft  aim  ? 
Infpir'd  thro'  breezy  fhades  to  ftray, 
Where  choral  nymphs  and  graces  play  ; 
Above  th'  unthinking  herd  to  foar, 
Who  fink  forgot,  and  are  no  more ; 
To  fnatch  from  fate  an  honeft  fame, 
Is  all  I  hope,  and  all  I  claim  ; 
If  to  my  vows  Euterpe  deign 
The  Doric  reed's  mellifluent  ftrain, 
Nor  Polyhymnia,  darling  Mufe  ! 
To  tune  the  Lefbian  harp  refufe. 


Several  Occasions.  ^ 

But,  if  you  rank  me  with  the  choir,  75 
Who  touch  with  happy  hand  the  lyre  j 
Exulting  to  the  ftarry  frame, 
Suftain'd  by  all  the  wings  of  fame, 
With  bays  adorn'd  I  then  mall  foar, 

Obfcure,  deprefs'd,  and  fcorn'd  no  more  y  80 
While  envy,  vainly  merit's  foe, 
With  fable  wings  fhall  flag  below  ; 
And,  doom'd  to  breathe  a  grofler  air, 
To  reach  my  glorious  height  defpair. 


Psalm  L  Imitated. 

T  T  O  W  bleft  the  man,  how  more  than  blefb  \ 
Whofe  heart  no  guilty  thoughts  employ  ; 
God's  endlefs  funfhine  fills  his  breaft, 

And  fmiling  confcience  whifpers  peace  and  joy. 


Fair 
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Fair  Rectitude's  unerring  way 

His  heav'n-condu&ed  ileps  purfue; 

While  crouds  in  guilt  and  error  (tray, 

Unftain  d  his  foul,  and  undeceiv'd  his  view. 

While  with  unmeaning  laughter  gay, 
Scorn,  on  her  throne  erected  high, 

Emits  a  falfe  delufive  ray, 

To  catch  th'  aftonifh'd  gaze  of  Folly's  eye  ; 

Deep  in  herfelf  his  foul  retir'da 

Unmov'd  beholds  the  meteor  blaze, 

And,  with  all-perfect  Beauty  fir'd, 

Nature,  and  nature's  God,  intent  furveys. 

Him  from  high  heav'n,  her  native  feat, 

Eternal  Wifdom's  felf  infpires ; 
While  he,  with  purpofe  fix'd  as  fate, 

Purfues  her  dictates,  and  her  charms  admires. 

Jn  funfhine  mild,  and  temp'rate  air, 
Where  fome  refrefhing  fountain  flows, 

So  nurs'd  by  nature's  tend'reft  care, 

A  lofty  tree  with  autumn's  treafure  glows. 


Several  Occasions.  7 

Around  its  boughs  the  fummer  gale  25 

With  pleafure  waves  the  genial  wing ; 
There  no  unfriendly  colds  prevail., 

To  chill  the  vigour  of  its  endlefs  ipring. 

Amid  its  hofpitable  fhade, 

Heav'n's  fweetefl  warblers  tune  the  lay  go 
Nor  fhall  its  honours  ever  fade, 

Nor  immature  its  plenteous  fruit  decay. 

By  Gold's  almighty  arm  fuftain'd, 

Thus  Virtue  foon  or  late  fhall  rife  ; 
Enjoy  her  conqueft  nobly  gain'd,.  35 

And  fhare  immortal  triumph  in  the  fkies0- 

But  fools,  to  facred  wifdom  blind, 

Who  Vice's  tempting  call  obey, 
A  diff'rent  fate  fhall  quickly  find, 

To  every  roaring  florin  an  eafy  prey,.  40 

Thus  when  the  warring  winds  arife, 

With  all  their  lawlefs  fury  driv'n,. 
Light  chaff  or  dull  inceffant  flies,, 

WhirFd  in  fwift  eddies  thro'  the  vault  of  heavn. 

When 
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When  in  tremendous  pomp  array 'd, 
Defcending  from  the  op'ning  fky, 

With  full  omnipotence  dilplay'd, 

Her  God  fhall  call  on  nature  to  reply : 

Then  Vice,  with  mame  and  grief  deprefs'd, 
Transfix'd  with  horror  and  defpair, 

Shall  feel  hell  kindling  in  her  breahY, 

Nor  to  her  Judge  prefer  her  trembling  pray'r 

For,  with  a  father's  fond  regard, 
To  blifs  he  views  fair  Virtue  tend  ; 

While  Vice  obtains  her  juft  reward, 
And  all  her  paths  in  deep  perdition  end. 


Several  Occasions.  p 


An  H  Y  M  N  to  the  Supreme  Being. 

In  Imitation  of  the  CIVth  Pfalm. 


£$uid  prius  dicam  folitis  parentis 
Laudibus  f  qui  res  hominum  ac  deorum^ 
£%ui  mare  et  terras^  variisque  mundum 

Temper  at  hor  is  f  Hqr. 

A  RISE,  my  foul !  on  wings  feraphic  rife, 
4>       And  praife  th'  almighty  Sov'reign  of  the  fkies ; 
In  whom  alone  efTential  glory  mines, 
Which  not  the  heav 'n  of  heav 'ns,  nor  boundlefs  Ipace  confines, 
When  darknefs  rul'd  with  univerfal  fway,  5 
He  fpoke,  and  kindled  up  the  blaze  of  day; 
Firft,  faired  offspring  of  th1  omniflc  word  ! 
Which  like  a  garment  cloath'd  its  fov'reign  Lord. 
On  liquid  air  he  bade  the  columns  rife, 
That  prop  the  {tarry  concave  of  the  fkies ;  10 
DirTus'd  the  blue  expanfe  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  fpread  circumfluent  aether  round  the  whole. 

C  *  Soon 
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Soon  as  he  bids  impetuous  tempefts  fly, 
To  wing  his  founding  chariot  thro'  the  iky  ; 
Impetuous  Tempefts  the  command  obey, 
Suftain  his  flight,  and  fweep  th'  aerial  way. 
Fraught  with  his  mandates,  from  the  realms  on  high, 
Unnumber'd  hofts  of  radiant  heralds  fly 
From  orb  to  orb,  with  progrefs  unconfin'd, 
As  lightning  fwift,  fefiftlefs  as  the  wind. 

I  n  ambient  air  this  pond'rous  ball  he  hung, 
And  bade  its  center  reft  for  ever  ftrong  ; 
Fleav'n,  air,  and  fea,  with  all  their  ftorms,  in  vain 
Aflault  the  bafis  of  the  firm  machine. 

At  thy  almighty  voice  old  Ocean  raves, 
Wakes  all  his  force,  and  gathers  all  his  waves  j 
Nature  lies  mantled  in  a  wat 'ry  robe, 
And  ihorelefs  billows  revel  round  the  globe  j 
O'er  higheft  hills  the  higher  furges  rife, 
Mix  with  the  clouds,  and  meet  the  fluid  fkies. 
But  when  in  thunder  the  rebuke  was  giv  ri, 
That  fhook  th'  eternal  firmament  of  heav'n  ; 
The  grand  rebuke  th'  affrighted  waves  obey, 
And  in  confufion  fcour  their  uncouth  way ; 


Several  Occasions.  ii 

And  pofting  rapid  to  the  place  decreed,  35 

Wind  down  the  hills,  and  fweep  the  humble  mead. 

Relu&ant  in  their  bounds  the  waves  fubiide, 

The  bounds,  impervious  to  the  laming  tide, 

Reftrain  its  rage  ;  whilft,  with  inceflant  roar, 

It  makes  the  caverns,  and  affaults  the  fhore.  40 

B  y  him,  from  mountains  cloath'd  in  lucid  fnow, 
Through  fertile  vales  the  mazy  rivers  flow. 

Here  the  wild  horfe,  unconfcious  of  the  rein, 
That  revels  boundlefs  o'er  the  wide  campaign, 
Imbibes  the  filver  furge,  with  heat  oppreft,  45 
To  cool  the  fever  of  his  glowing  bread. 

Here  riling  boughs,  adorn'd  with  fummer's  pride, 
Project  their  waving  umbrage  o'er  the  tide ; 
While,  gently  perching  on  the  leafy  ipray, 
Each  feather'd  warbler  tunes  his  various  lay  :  50 
And,  while  thy  praife  they  fymphonize  around, 
Creation  echoes  to  the  grateful  found. 
Wide  o'er  the  heav'ns  the  various  bow  he  bends, 
Its  tinctures  brighten,  and  its  arch  extends : 
At  the  glad  iign  the  airy  conduits  flow,  55 
Soften  the  hills,  and  chear  the  meads  below  5 

C  2  By 
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By  genial  fervour  and  prolific  rain, 
Swift  vegetation  cloathes  the  fmiling  plain  : 
Nature,  profufely  good,  with  blifs  o'ernows, 
And  frill  is  pregnant,  tho'  fhe  (till  bellows. 

Here  verdant  paflures  wide  extended  lie, 
And  yield  the  grazing  herd  exuberant  fupply. 
Luxuriant  waving  in  the  wanton  air, 
Here  golden  grain  rewards  the  peafant's  care  : 
Here  vines  mature  with  frefh  carnation  glow, 
And  heav'n  above  difTufes  heav'n  below* 
Erect  and  tall  here  mountain  cedars  rife, 
Wave  in  the  {tarry  vault,  and  emulate  the  fides. 
Here  the  wing'd  croud,  that  fkim  the  yielding  air 
With  artful  toil  their  little  domes  prepare ; 
Here  hatch  their  tender  young,  and  nurfe  the  riling 
Up  the  fteep  hill  afcends  the  nimble  doe, 
While  timid  conies  fcour  the  plains  below, 
Or  in  the  pendant  rock  elude  the  fcenting  foe. 

H  e  bade  the  filver  majefty  of  night 
Revolve  her  circles,  and  encreafe  her  light ; 
Aflign'd  a  province  to  each  rolling  fphere, 
And  taught  the  fun  to  regulate  the  year. 


Several  Occasions,  ij 

£t  his  command,  wide  hov'ring  o'er  the  plain, 
Primaeval  night  refumes  her  gloomy  reign :  So 
Then  from  their  dens,  impatient  of  delay, 
The  favage  monfters  bend  their  fpeedy  way, 
Howl  thro'  the  fpacious  wafte,  and  chafe  their  frighted  prey. 
Here  {talks  the  fhaggy  monarch  of  the  wood. 
Taught  from  thy  providence  to  afk  his  food  :  85 
To  thee,  O  Father,  to  thy  bounteous  fkies, 
He  rears  his  mane,  and  rolls  his  glaring  eyes ; 
He  roars ;  the  defart  trembles  wide  around, 
And  repercuffive  hills  repeat  the  found. 

Now  orient  gems  the  eaftern  fkies  adorn,  90 
And  joyful  nature  hails  the  op'ning  morn  : 
The  rovers,  confeious  of  approaching  day, 
Fly  to  their  fhelters,  and  forget  their  prey. 
Laborious  man  with  mod'rate  flumber  blefb, 
Springs  chearful  to  his  toil  from  downy  reft;.  95 
Till  grateful  evening,  with  her  argent  train, 
Bid  labour  ceafe,  and  eafe  the  weary  fwain. 

"  Hail!  fov'reign  goodnefs,  all-produclive  mind  ! 
On  all  thy  works  thyfelf  infcrib'd  we  find  : 

How 
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How  various  all,  how  varioufly  endow'd,  100 
How  great  their  number,  and  each  part  how  good  t 
How  perfect  then  mud  the  great  Parent  mine. 
Who,  with  one  act  of  energy  divine, 
Laid  the  vail  plan,  and  finim'd  the  defign!" 

Wh  e  re-e'er  the  pleafing  fearch  my  thoughts  purfue,  105 
Unbounded  goodnefs  rifes  to  my  view; 
Nor  does  our  world  alone  its  influence  fhare ; 
Exhauftlefs  bounty,  and  unwearied  care. 
Extends  thro'  all  th'  infinitude  of  fpace, 
And  circles  nature  with  a  kind  embrace,  1 10 

The  azure  kingdoms  of  the  deep  below, 
Thy  pow'r,  thy  wifdom,  and  thy  goodnefs  mow : 
Here  multitudes  of  various  beings  frray, 
Croud  the  profound,  or  on  the  furface  play  : 
Tall  navies  here  their  doubtful  way  explore,  J 1  5 

And  ev'ry  product  waft  from  ev'ry  fhore ; 
Hence  meagre  want  expell'd,  and  {anguine  ftrifc, 
For  the  mild  charms  of  cultivated  life  ; 
Hence  focial  union  fpreads  from  foul  to  foul, 
And  India  joins  in  friend  (hip  with  the  pole.  1  20 

1  Here 
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Here  the  huge  potent  of  the  fcaly  train 

Enormous  fails  incumbent  o'er  the  main, 

An  animated  hie,  and  in  his  way, 

Dafhes  to  heav'n's  blue  arch  the  foamy  fea  : 

When  fkies  and  ocean  mingle  ftorm  and  flame,,  125 

Portending  inftant  wreck  to  nature's  frame, 

Pleas'd  in  the  fcene,  he  mocks,  with  confcious  pride, 

The  volley'd  lightning,  and  the  furging  tide ; 

And,  while  the  wrathful  elements  engage, 

Foments  with  horrid  fport  the  tempeft's  rage.  130 

All  thefe  thy  watchful  providence  fupplies, 

To  thee  alone  they  turn  their  waiting  eyes ; 

For  them  thou  op'neft  thy  exhauftlefs  ftore,. 

Till  the  capacious  wifh  can  grafp  no  more. 

But,  if  one  moment  thou  thy  face  mould'H:  hide,  135 
Thy  glory  clouded,  or  thy  fmiles  deny'd, 
Then  widow'd  nature  veils  her  mournful  eyes,. 
And  vents  her  grief  in  univerfal  cries : 
Then  gloomy  death,  with  all  his  meagre  trainr 
Wide  o'er  the  nations  fpreads  his  difmai  reign  ;  140 
Sea,  earth,  and  air,  the  boundlefs  ravage  mourn, 
And  all  their  hofts  to  native  dull:  return. 

But 
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But  when  again  thy  glory  is  difplay'd, 
Reviv'd  creation  lifts  her  chearful  head  ; 
New  riling  forms  thy  potent  fmiles  obey, 
And  life  rekindles  at  the  genial  fay  : 
United  thanks  replenifh'd  nature  pays, 
And  heav  n  and  earth  refound  their  Maker's  praife. 

When  time  mall  in  eternity  be  loft, 
And  hoary  nature  languifh  into  duft ; 
For  ever  young  thy  glory  (hall  remain, 
Vail  as  thy  being,  endlefs  as  thy  reign. 
Thou,  from  the  regions  of  eternal  day, 
View'ft  all  thy  works  at  one  immenfe  furvey  : 
Plcas'd,  thou  behold' it  the  whole  propenfely  tend 
To  perfect  happinefs,  its  glorious  end. 

If  thou  to  earth  but  turn  thy  wrathful  eyes, 
Her'  balls  trembles,  and  her  offspring  dies  : 
Thou  fmit'fl  the  hills,  and,  at  tn  Almighty  blow, 
Their  fummits  kindle,  and  their  inwards  glow. 

While  this  immortal  fpark  of  heav  nly  flame 
Diftends  my  breaft,  and  animates  my  frame  • 
To  thee  my  ardent  praifes  mall  be  borne 
On  the  rirfl  breeze  that  wakes  the  blufhing  morn  s 


\ 
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The  lateft  ftar  mall  hear  the  pleaflng  found,  165 

And  nature  in  full  choir  (hall  join  around. 

When  full  of  thee  my  foul  excurfive  flies 

Thro'  earth,  air,  ocean,  or  thy  regal  fkies ; 

From  world  to  world,  new  wonders  fUll  I  find, 

And  all  the  Godhead  flames  on  my  mind.  170 

When,  wing'd  with  whirlwinds,  vice  mall  take  its  flight 

To  the  deep  bofom  of  eternal  night, 

To  thee  my  foul  mall  endlefs  praifes  pay : 

Join,  men  and  angels,  join  th*  exalted  lay! 


Psalm  CXXXIX.  Imitated. 

E,  O  my  God !  thy  piercing  eye, 
In  motion,  or  at  reft,  furveys ; 
If  to  the  lonely  couch  I  fly, 

Or  travel  through  frequented  ways ; 
Where-e'er  I  move,  thy  boundlefs  reign, 
Thy  mighty  prefence,  circles  all  the  fcene. 

D 
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Where  mall  my  thoughts  from  thee  retire, 
Whofe  view  pervades  my  inmoft  heart ! 

The  latent,  kindling,  young  defire, 
The  word,  ere  from  my  lips  it  part, 

To  thee  their  various  forms  difplay, 

And  mine  reveal' d  in  thy  unclouded  day. 

Behind  me  if  I  turn  my  eyes, 

Or  forward  bend  my  wand'ring  fight,, 

Whatever  objects  round  me  rife   ,  .  . 

Through  the  wide  fields  of  air  and  light  j, 

With  thee  imprefs'd,  each  various  frame 

The  forming,  moving,  prefent  God  proclaim. 

Father  of  all,  omnifcient  Mind, 
Thy  wildom  who  can  comprehend  ? 

Its  higher!  point  what  eye  can  find, 
Or  to  its  loweft  depths  defcend  ? 

That  wifdom,  which,  ere  things  began, 

Saw  full  expreft  th'  all-comprehending  plan !: 

What  cavern  deep,  what  hill  fublime, 
Beyond  thy  reach,  mall  I  purfue? 

What  dark  recefs,  what  diftant  clime,. 
Shall  hide  me  from  thy  boundlefs  view? 


Several  Occasions. 

Where  from  thy  fpirit  fhall  I  fly, 
DifTufive,  vital,  felt  thro'  earth  and  fky  ? 

If  up  to  heav'n's  aetherial  height, 

Thy  prolped  to  elude,  I  rife ; 
In  fplendor  there,  fevcrely  bright, 

Thy  prefence  fhall  my  fight  furprife : 
There,  beaming  from  their  fburce  divine, 
In  full  meridian,  light  and  beauty  fliine. 

Beneath  the  pendent  globe  if  laid, 

If  plung'd  in  hell's  abyfs  profound, 
I  call  on  night's  impervious  (hade 

To  fpread  eflential  blacknefs  round  ; 
Confpicuous  to  thy  wide  furvey, 
Ev'n  hell's  grim  horrors  kindle  into  day. 

Thee,  mighty  God !  my  wond'ring  foul, 
Thee,  all  her  confeious  powers  adore  ; 

Whofe  being  circumfcribes  the  whole, 
Whofe  eyes  its  utmoft  bounds  explore : 

Alike  ilium' d  by  native  light, 

Amid  the  fun's  full  blaze,  or  gloom  of  night. 

D  2 
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If  through  the  fields  of  aether  borne, 
The  living  winds  my  flight  fuftain ; 

If  on  the  rorj  wings  of  morn, 
I  feek  the  diftant  weftern  main  ; 

There,  O  my  God  !  thou  ftill  art  found, 

Thy  pow*r  upholds  me,  and  thy  arms  furrouncL 

Thy  effence  fills  this  breathing  frame, 

It  glows  in  ev'ry  confcious  part ; 
Lights  up  my  foul  with  livelier  flame, 

And  feeds  with  life  my  beating  heart : 
Unfelt  along  my  veins  it  glides, 
And  through  their  mazes  rolls  the  purple  tides.. 

While,  in  the  filent  womb  inclos'd, 

A  growing  embryo  yet  I  lay, 
Thy  hand  my  various  parts  difpos'd,; 

Thy  breath  infus'd  life's  genial  ray  ; 
Till,  finim'd  by  thy  wond'rous  plan, 
I  role  the  dread  majeftic  form  of  man. 

To  thee,  from  whom  my  being  came, 
Whofe  fmile  is  all  the  heav'n  I  know, 

Replete  with  all  my  wond'rous  theme, 
To  thee  my  votive  ftrains  fhall  flow : 


Several  Occ  as  ions. 


Great  Archetype  !  who  firft  defign'd, 
Expreffive  of  thy  glory,  humankind* 

Who  can  the  ftars  of  heavrn  explore,. 

The  flow'rs  that  deck  the  verdant  plain, 
Th*  unnumber'd  fands  that  form  the  more,. 

The  drops  that  fwell  the  fpacious  main  ? 
Let  him  thy  wonders  publifh  round, 
Till  earth  and  heav'n's  eternal  throne  refound.. 

As  fubterraneous  flames  confined, 

From  earth's  dark  womb  impetuous  riie,, 

The  conflagration,  fann'd  by  wind^ 
Wraps  realms,  and  blazes  to  the  ikies  : 

In  lightning's  flafh,  and  thunder's  roar, 

Thus  vice  (hall  feel  the  tempeft  of  thy  pow'r. 

Fly  then,  as  far  as  pole  from  pole, 

Ye  fons  of  flaughter,  quick  retire  ; 
At  whofe  approach  my  kindling  foul 

Awakes  to  unextinguiuYd  ire  : 
Fly  ;  nor  provoke  the  thunder's  aim, 
You,  who  in  fcorn  pronounce  th'  Almighty's  name. 
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The  wretch,  who  dares  thy  pow'r  defy, 

And  on  thy  vengeance  loudly  call, 
On  him  not  pity's  melting  eye, 

Nor  partial  favour,  e'er  mall  fall : 
Still  mall  thy  foes  be  mine,  ftill  mare  95 
Unpity'd  torture,  and  unmixt  delpair. 

Behold,  O  God !  behold  me  ftand, 

And  to  thy  ftricl:  regard  difclofe 
Whate'er  was  acted  by  my  hand, 

Whate'er  my  inmoft  thoughts  propofe  :  100 
If  vice  indulg'd  their  candour  ftain, 
Be  all  my  portion  bitternefs  and  pain.  . 

But,  O !  if  nature,  weak  and  frail, 

To  ftrong  temptations  oft  give  way  ; 
If  doubt,  or  pafTion,  oft  prevail  105 

O'er  wand'ring  reafon's  feeble  ray : 
Let  not  thy  frowns  my  fault  reprove, 
But  guide  thy  creature  with  a  Father's  love. 


An 


Several  Occasions. 


z3 


An  HYMN  to  Divine  Love. 

In  Imitation  of  Spencer. 
L 

NO  more  of  lower  flames,  whofe  pleafing  rage 
With  fighs  and  foft  complaints  I  weakly  fed  -y 
At  whofe  unworthy  fhrine,  my  budding  age, 
And  willing  Mufe,  their  firft  devotion  paid. 
Fly,  nurfe  of  madnefs,  to  eternal  made :  5 
Far  from  my  foul  abjur'd  and  banifh'd  fly, 
And  yield  to  nobler  fires,  that  lift  the  foul  more  high* 

II. 

O  Love  !  coeval  with  thy  parent  God, 

To  thee  I  kneel,  thy  prefent  aid  implore  j 

At  whofe  celeftial  voice  and  pow'rful  nod,  10 

Old  difcord  fled,  and  chaos  ceas'd  to  roar, 

Light  fmil'd,  and  order  rofe,  unfeen  before, 

But  in  the  plan  of  the  eternal  Mind,. 

When  God  defign'd  the  work,  and  lov'd  the  work  ddign'd. 

III.  Thou 
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in. 

Thou  fill'd'ft  the  wafte  of  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 
With  multitudes  that  fwim,  or  walk,  or  fly  : 
From  rolling  worlds  defcends  thy  gen'rous  care, 
To  infect  crouds  that  'fcape  the  niceft  eye  : 
For  each  a  fphere  was  circumfcrib'd  by  thee, 

To  blefs,  and  to  be  blefs'd,  their  nobleft  end  ; 

To  which,  with  fpeedy  courfe,  they  all  unerring  tend. 

Confcious  of  thee,  with  nobler  pow'rs  endu'd, 

Next  man,  thy  darling,  into  being  rofe, 

Immortal,  form'd  for  high  beatitude, 

Which  neither  end  nor  interruption  knows, 

Till  evil  coueh'd  in  fraud  began  his  woes : 
Then  to  thy  aid  was  boundlefs  wifdom  joined, 
And  for  apoftate  man  redemption  thus  defign'd. 

By  thee,  his  glories  veil'd  in  mortal  fhroud, 

God's  darling  offspring  left  his  feat  on  high  ; 

And  heav'n  and  earth,  amaz'd  and  trembling,  view'd 

Their  wounded  Sov'reign  groan,  and  bleed,  and  die. 

By  thee,  in  triumph  to  his  native  fky, 


Several  Occasions.  2C 

On  angels  wings,  the  victor  God  afpir'  J, 

Relenting  juftice  fmil'd,  and  frowning  wrath  retir'd.  35 

VI. 

To  thee,  munific,  ever-flaming  love  ! 

One  endlefs  hymn  united  nature  rings : 

To  thee  the  bright  inhabitants  above 

Tune  the  glad  voice,  and  fweep  the  warbling  firings. 

From  pole  to  pole,  on  ever-waving  wings,  40 

Winds  waft  thy  praife,  by  rolling  planets  tun'd ; 

Aid  then,  O  love  !  my  voice  to  emulate  the  found. 

VII. 

It  comes !  it  comes !  I  feel  internal  day  ; 

Transfuiive  warmth  through  all  my  bofom  glows ; 

My  foul  expanding  gives  the  torrent  way  ;  45 

Thro'  all  my  veins  it  kindles  as  it  flows. 

Thus,  raviiri'd  from  the  fcene  of  night  and  woes, 

Oh  !  fnatch  me,  bear  me  to  thy  happy  reign  ; 

There  teach  my  tongue  thy  praife  in  more  exalted  drain. 


E 


An 
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An  H  Y  M  N  to  B  ENEVOLEN  C  E. 

If"  T  AIL!  fource  of  tranfport  ever  new  j, 
JL  JL  Whilft  thy  kind  dictates  I  purfiie,  > 

I  tafte  a  joy  flncere  ; 
Too  vaft  for  little  minds  to  know, 
Who  on  themfelves  alone  bellow 

Their  wiihes  and  their  care. 

Daughter  of  God  !  delight  of  man ! 
From  thee  felicity  began  ; 

Which  (till  thy  hand  fuftains  : 
By  thee  fweet  Peace  her  empire  ipread. 
Fair  Science  rais'd  her  laurel' d  head^ 

And  Difcord  gnafh'd  in  chains. 

Far  as  the  pointed  fun-beam  flies, 
Through  peopled  earth  and  jflarry  fkies, 

All  nature  owns  thy  nod  : 
We  fee  thy  energy  prevail 
Through  Being's  ever-riiing  fcale, 


10 


15 


From  nothing  ev'n  to  God. 


Envy 


Several  Occasions.  Z*j 

Envy,  that  tortures  her  own  heart 

With  plagues  and  ever-burning  fmart,  20 

Thy  charms  divine  expel : 
Aghaft  fhe  {huts  her  livid  eyes, 
And,  wing'd  with  tenfold  fury  flies 

To  native  night  and  hell. 

By  thee  infpir'd,  the  gen'rous  bread,  2  5 

In  blefling  others  only  bleft, 

With  goodnefs  large  and  free, 
Delights  the  widow's  tears  to  ftay, 
To  teach  the  blind  their  fmootheft  way, 

And  aid  the  feeble  knee.  2° 

O  come !  and  o'er  my  bofom  reign, 
Expand  my  heart,  inflame  each  vein, 

Thro'  ev'ry  adlion  fhine ; 
Each  low,  each  felfifh  wifh  controul, 

With  all  thy  efTence  warm  my  foul,  3  5 

And  make  me  wholly  thine. 

Nor  let  fair  Virtue's  mortal  bane, 
The  foul-contra£ting  thirft  of  gain, 

E  2  My 
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My  fainteft  willies  fway ; 
By  her  poffefs'd,  ere  hearts  refine,  40 
In  hell's  dark  depth  fhall  mercy  mine, 

And  kindle  endlefs  day. 

If  from  thy  facred  paths  I  turn, 

Nor  feel  their  griefs,  while  others  mourn, 

Nor  with  their  pleafures  glow  :  4 5 

Banifh'd  from  God,  from  blifs,  and  thee,. 
My  own  tormentor  let  me  be, 

And  groan  in  hopelefs  woe. 

An  HYMN  to  Fortitude, 

T^T  I  G  H  T,  brooding  o'er  her  mute  domain, 

In  aweful  filence  wraps  her  reign  ; 
Clouds  prefs  on  clouds,  and,  as  they  rife, 
Ccndenfe  to  folid  gloom  the  fkies. 

Portentous,  through  the  foggy  air,  5 
To  wake  the  Daemon  of  defpair, 
The  raven  hoarfe,  and  boding  owl, 
To  Hecate  curft  anthems  howl. 

Intent 


Several  Occasions. 


Intent  with  execrable  art, 
To  burn  the  veins,  and  tear  the  heart, 
The  witch,  unhallow'd  bones  to  raife, 
Through  fun 'ral  vaults  and  charnels  ftrays*; 
Calls  the  damn'd  {hade  from  ev  ry  cell, 
And  adds  new  labours  to  their  hell, 

And,  fhield  me  heav'n !  what  hollow  found, 
Like  fate's  dread  knell,  runs  echoing  round  ? 
The  bell  ftrikes  one,  that  magic  hour, 
When  rifing  fiends  exert  their  pow 'r. 
i  And  now,  fure  now,  fome  caufe  unbleft 
Breathes  more  than  horror  thro'  my  bread : 
How  deep  the  breeze !  how  dim  the  light ! 
What  fpeclres  fwim  before  my  light ! 
My  frozen  limbs  pale  terror  chains, 
And  in  wild  eddies  wheels  my  brains  : 
My  icy  blood  forgets  to  roll, 
And  death  ev'n  feems  to  feize  my  foul* 
What  facred  pow'r,  what  healing  art, 
Shall  bid  my  foul  herfelf  affert  -y 
Shall  rouze  th'  immortal,  a&ive  flame, 
And  teach  her  whence  her  being  came  ? 
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O  Fortitude!  divinely  bright, 
O  Virtue's  child,  and  man's  delight! 
Defcend,  an  amicable  gueft, 
And  with  thy  firmnefs  fteel  my  bread : 
Dcfcend,  propitious  to  my  lays, 
And,  while  my  lyre  refounds  thy  praife, 
With  energy  divinely  ftrong, 
Exalt  my  foul,  and  warm  my  fong. 

When  raving  in  eternal  pains, 
And  loaded  with  ten  thoufand  chains. 
Vice,  deep  in  Ph  lege  ton,  yet  lay, 
Nor  with  her  vifage  blafted  day  ; 
No  fear  to  guiltlefs  man  was  known, 
For  God  and  Virtue  reign*  d  alone. 
But,  when  from  native  flames  and  night, 
The  curfed  monfter  wing'd  her  flight, 
Pale  Fear,  among  her  hideous  train, 
Chas'd  fweet  Contentment  from  her  reign ; 
Plac'd  death  and  hell  before  each  eye, 
And  wrapt  in  mift  the  golden  fky  ; 
Banim'd  from  day  each  dear  delight, 
And  fhook  with  confcious  ftarts  the  night. 


Several  Og c as i  o n s. 

Whe  n,  from  th'  imperial  feats  on  high, 
The  Lord  of  nature  turn'd  his  eye, 
To  view  the  ftate  of  things  below 
Still  bleft  to  make  his  creatures  fo : 
From  earth  he  faw  Astraea  fly, 
And  feek  her  maniions  in  the  iky ; 
Peace,  crown'd  with  olives,  left  her  throne. 
And  white-rob' d  Innocence  was  gone  : 
While  Vice,  reveaFd  in  open  day, 
Sole  tyrant,  rul'd  with  iron  fway ; 
And  Virtue  veil'd  her  weeping  charms^ 
And  fled  for  refuge  to  his  arms, 
Her  altars  fcorn'd,  her  fhrines  defac'd — ■ 
Whom  thus  th'  efTential  Good  addrefs'd. 

"  Thou,  whom  my  foul  adores  alone, 
Effulgent  fharer  of  my  throne, 
Fair  emprefs  of  eternity  ! 
Who  uncreated  reign'il  like  me ; 
Whom  I,  who  fole  and  boundlefs  fway, 
With  pleafure  infinite  obey  : 
To  yon  diurnal  fcenes  below, 
Who  feel  their  folly  in  their  woe, 
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Again  propitious  turn  thy  flight, 
Again  oppofe  yon  tyrant's  might ; 
To  earth  thy  cloudlefs  charms  difeloie, 
Revive  thy  friends,  and  blaft  thy  foes : 
Thy  triumphs  man  mail  raptur'd  fee, 
Acl,  furTer,  live,  and  die  for  thee. 
But  fince  all  crimes  their  hell  contain, 
Since  all  mull  feel  who  merit  pain, 
Let  Fortitude  thy  fteps  attend, 
And  be,  like  thee,  to  man  a  friend  ; 
To  urge  him  on  the  arduous  road, 
That  leads  to  virtue,  blifs,  and  God  ; 
To  blunt  the  (ling  of  ev'ry  grief, 
And  be  to  all  a  near  relief." 

H  e  faid  ;  and  me,  with  fmiles  divine, 
Vv^hich  made  all  heav'n  more  brightly  mine,- 
To  earth  return'd  with  all  her  train, 
And  brought  the  golden  age  again. 
Since  erring  mortals,  unconftrain'd, 
The  God,  that  warms  their  breaft,  profan'd, 
She,  guardian  of  their  joys  no  more, 
Could  only  leave  them,  and  deplore : 


Several  Occasions. 


They,  now  the  eafy  prey  of  pain, 
Curfl:  in  their  wifh,  their  choice  obtain ; 
Till  arm'd  with  heav'n  and  fate,  £he  came 
Her  deftin'd  honours  to  reclaim. 
Vice  and  her  ilaves  beheld  her  flight, 
And  fled  like  birds  obfcene  from  light, 
Back  to  th'  abode  of  plagues  return, 
To  fin  and  fmart,  blafpheme  and  burn. 

Thou,  Goddefs!  fince,  with  facred  aid, 
Haft  ev'ry  grief  and  pain  allay'd, 
To  joy  converted  ev'ry  fmart, 
And  plac'd  a  heav'n  in  ev'ry  heart : 
By  thee  we  acl,  by  thee  fuftain, 
Thou  facred  antidote  of  pain ! 
At  thy  great  nod  the  *  Alps  fubfide, 
Reluctant  rivers  turn  their  tide  ; 
With  all  thy  force  Alcides  warm'd, 
His  hand  againft  opprellion  arm'd  : 
By  thee  his  mighty  nerves  were  ftrung, 
By  thee  his  ftrength  for  ever  young ; 


*  Alluding  to  the  hiftory  of  Hannibal. 


34  POEMS  on 

And  whilft  on  brutal  force  he  prefs'd, 
His  vigour  with  his  foes  increased. 
By  thee,  like  Jove's  almighty  hand, 

Ambition's  havock  to  withftand,  1 20 

t  Timoleon  rofe,  the  fcourge  of  fate, 
And  hurl'd  a  tyrant  from  his  flate; 
The  brother  in  his  foul  fubdu'd, 
And  warm'd  the  poniard  in  his  blood ; 

A  Ibul  by  fo  much  virtue  fir'd,  125 
Not  Greece  alone,  but  Heav'n  admir'd. 

B  u  t  in  thefe  dregs  of  human  kind, 
Thefe  days  to  guilt  and  fear  refign'd, 
How  rare  fuch  views  the  heart  elate ! 

To  brave  the  laft  extremes  of  Fate  -r  1 30 

Like  heav'n's  almighty  pow'r,  ferene, 
With  fix'd  regard  to  view  the  fcene, 
When  nature  quakes  beneath  the  ftorm, 
And  horror  wears  its  direft  form* 

Though  future  worlds  are  now  defcry'd,  1 
Though  Paul  has  writ,  and  Jesus  dy'd, 

-f-  Timoleon,  having  long  rn  vain  importun'd  his  brother  to  refign  the  de- 

fpotifm  of  Corinth,  at  laft  reftored  the  liberty  of  the  people,  by  fbbbing 
him.  Hd.  Plut. 

Difpeira 


Several  Occasions.  39 

Difpell'd  the  dark  infernal  {hade, 

And  all  the  heav'n  of  heav' ns  difplay'd ; 

Curft  with  unnumber'd  groundlefs  fears, 

How  pale  yon  {hiv'ring  wretch  appears !  140 

For  him  the  day-light  mines  in  vain, 

For  him  the  fields  no  joys  contain  ; 

Nature's  whole  charms  to  him  are  loft, 

No  more  the  woods  their  mufic  boaft  ; 

No  more  the  meads  their  vernal  bloom,  1 45 

No  more  the  gales  their  rich  perfume : 

Impending  mifts  deform  the  fky, 

And  beauty  withers  in  his  eye. 

In  hopes  his  terror  to  elude, 

By  day  he  mingles  with  the  croud  j  15a 
Yet  finds  his  foul  to  fears  a  prey, 
In  bufy  crouds,  and  open  day. 
If  night  his  lonely  walk  furprife, 
What  horrid  virions  round  him  rife  f 

That  blafted  oak,  which  meets  his  way,  155 
Shown  by  the  meteor's  fudden  ray, 
The  midnight  murd'rer's  known  retreat, 
Felt  heav'n's  avengeful  bolt  of  late  ; 

F  2  The 
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The  clafhing  chain,  the  groan  profound, 

Loud  from  yon  ruin'd  tow'r  relbund ;  1 60 

And  now  the  fpot  he  feems  to  tread, 

Where  fome  felf-llaughter'd  corfe  was  laid  : 

He  feels  fixt  earth'beneath  him  bend, 

Deep  murmurs  from  her  caves  afcend  ; 

Till  all  his  foul,  by  fancy  fway'd,  1 65 

Sees  lurid  phantoms  croud  the  fhade  ; 

While  ftirouded  manes  palely  flare, 

And  beckoning  wifh  to  breathe  their  care : 

Thus  real  woes  from  falfe  he  bears, 

And  feels  the  death,  the  hell  he  fears.  170 

O  thou !  whofe  ipirit  warms  my  fong^ 
With  energy  divinely  ftrong 
Erect  his  foul,  confirm  his  breaft, 
And  let  him  know  the  fweets  of  reft ; 
Till  ev'ry  human  pain  and  care,  jj^ 
All  that  may  be,  and  all  that  are, 
But  falfe  imagin'd  ills  appear 
Beneath  our  hope,  our  grief,  or  fear. 
And,  if  I  right  invoke  thy  aid, 

By  thee  be  all  my  woes  allay'd ;  1  §Q 

With 


1 


Several  Occasions. 

With  fcorn  inftru£t  me  to  defy 

Impofing  fear,  and  lawlefs  joy ; 

To  ftruggle  thro'  this  fcene  of  ftrife, 

The  pains  of  death,  the  pangs  of  life, 

With  conftant  brow  to  meet  my  fate, 

And  meet  ftill  more,  Euanthe's  hate. 

And,  when  fome  fwain  her  charms  mall  claim, 

Who  feels  not  half  my  gen'rous  flame, 

Whofe  cares  her  angel-voice  beguiles, 

On  whom  me  bends  her  heav'nly  fmiles ; 

For  whom  {he  weeps,  for  whom  me  glows, 

On  whom  her  treafur'd  foul  beftows  j 

When  perfect  mutual  joy  they  fhare* 

Ah  !  joy  enhanc'd  by  my  defpair  ! 

Mix  beings  in  each  flaming  kifs, 

And  bleft,  ftill  rife  to  higher  blifs : 

Then,  then,  exert  thy  utmoft  pow'r, 

And  teach  me  Being  to  endure ; 

Left  reafon  from  the  helm  mould  ft  art 

And  lawlefs  fury  rule  my  heart ; 

Left  madnefs  all  my  foul  fubdue,- 

To  aik  her  Maker,  What  daft. thou.? 
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Yet,  couldft  thou  in  that  dreadful  hour, 
On  my  rack'd  foul  all  Lethe  pour, 

Or  fan  me  with  the  gelid  breeze,  205 
That  chains  in  ice  th'  indignant  feas ; 
Or  wrap  my  heart  in  tenfold  fteel, 
I  ftill  am  man,  and  ftill  muft  feel. 


The  WISH  Satisfied. 


An  Irregular  ODE. 


% 

TO O  long,  my  foul !  thou'rt  toft  below, 
From  hope  to  hope,  from  fear  to  fear  : 
How  great,  how  lafting  ev'ry  woe  ! 
Each  joy  how  fhort,  how  infincere ! 

ii 

Turn  around  thy  fearching  eyes 
Thro'  all  the  bright  varieties ; 


5 

And, 


Several  Occasions. 

And,  with  exa&efl:  care, 
Select  from  all  the  mining  croud, 
Some  lading  joy,  fome  fov'reign  good, 

And  fix  thy  wifhes  there. 

With  toil  amafs  a  mighty  ftore 

Of  glowing  ftones,  or  yellow  ore ; 

Plant  the  fields  with  golden  grain, 

Croud  with  lowing  herds  the  plain, 

Bid  the  marble  domes  afcend, 

Bid  the  pleafant  view  extend, 

Streams  and  groves  and  woods  appear, 

And  fpring  and  autumn  fill  the  year : 

Sure,  thefe  are  joys,  full,  permanent,  fincere ; 

Sure,  now  each  boundlefs  wifh  can  alk  no  more. 

On  rofes  now  reclin'd, 

I  languilh  into  reft  ; 
No  vacuum  in  my  mind, 

No  craving  wim  unbleft : 
But  ah !  in .  vain, 

Some  abfent  joy  flill  gives  me  pain, 
By  toys  elated,  or  by  toys  deprefh 


4° 
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v. 

What  melting  joy  can  footh  my  grief? 
What  balmy  pleafure  yield  my  foul  relief? 
'Tis  found  ;  the  blifs  already  warms, 
Sunk  in  love's  perfuafive  arms, 

Enjoying  and  enjoy'd  : 
To  tafte  variety  of  charms 

Be  ev'ry  happy  hour  employ'd. 

As  the  fpeedy  moments  roll, 

Let  fome  new  joy  confpire ; 
Hebe,  fill  the  rofy  bowl ; 

Orpheus,  tune  the  lyre ; 
To  new-born  rapture  wake  the  foul, 

And  kindle  young  defire  : 
WThile,  a  beauteous  choir  around, 
Tuneful  virgins  join  the  found, 
Panting  bofoms,  Ipeaking  eyes, 
Yielding  fmiles,  and  trembling  fighs : 
Thro'  melting  error  let  their  voices  rove, 
And  trace  th'  inchanting  maze  of  harmony  and  love. 


Several  Occasions.  41 


VII. 

Still,  ftill  infatiate  of  delight 

My  wifties  open,  as  my  joys  increafe  ; 
What  now  mall  flop  their  reftlefs  flight, 

And  yield  them  kind  redrefs  ?  50 
For  fomething  ftill  unknown  I  flgh, 
Beyond  what  ftrikes  the  touch,  the  ear,  or  eye: 
Whence  fhall  I  feek,  or  how  purfue 
The  phantom,  that  eludes  my  view, 
.  And  cheats  my  fond  embrace  ?  55 

Thus,  while  her  wanton  toils  fond  pleafure  fpread. 

By  fenfe  and  paflion  blindly  led, 

I  chas'd  the  Syren  thro'  the  flow'ry  maze, 

And  courted  death  ten  thoufand  v/ays; 

Kind  heav'n  beheld,  with  pitying  eyes,  60 
My  reftlefs  toil,  my  fruitlels  ftghs ; 
And,  from  the  realms  of  endlefs  day, 
A  bright  Immortal  wing'd  his  way  ; 
Swift  as  a  fun- beam  down  he  flew, 

And  ftood  difclos'd,  effulgent  to  my  view,  65 

G  IX.  Fond 
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IX. 

Fond  man,  he  cry'd,  thy  fruitiefs  fearch  forbear  ; 

Nor  vainly  hope,  within  this  narrow  fphere, 

A  certain  happinefs  to  find, 

Unbounded  as  thy  wifh,  eternal  as  thy  mind : 

In  God,  in  perfect  good  alone,  yc 

The  anxious  foul  can  find  repofe  ; 
Nor  to  a  blifs  beneath  his  throne, 

One  hour  of  full  enjoyment  owes : 
He,  only  he,  can  fill  each  wide  defire, 

Who  to  each  wilh  its  being  gave ;  j§ 
Not  all  the  charms  which  mortal  wifhes  fire, 
Not  all  which  angels  in  the  fides  admire, 

But  God's  paternal  fmile,  can  bid  it  ceafe  to  crave, 
Him  then  purfue,  without  delay  ; 

He  is  thy  prize,  and  virtue  is  thy  way,  $0 

Then  to  the  winds  his  radiant  plumes  he  fpread, 

And  from  my  wond'ring  eyes,  more  fwift  than  lightning,  fled. 


Several  Occasions. 


To  Happiness:  An  ODE. 

I. 

TH  E  morning  dawns,  the  ev'ning  (Lades 
Fair  Nature's  various  face  difguife ; 
No  fcene  to  reft  my  heart  perfuades, 

No  moment  frees  from  tears  my  eyes : 
Whate'er  once  charm'd  the  laughing  hour, 
Now  boafts  no  more  its  pleafing  pow'r ; 
Each  former  object  of  delight, 
Beyond  redemption,  wings  its  flight  3 
And,  where  it  fmil'd  the  darling  of  my  fight, 
Profpecls  of  woe  and  horrid  phantoms  rife. 

II. 

O  Happiness  !  immortal  Fair, 

Where  does  thy  fubtil  efTence  dwell  ? 
Doft  thou  relax  the  Hermit's  care, 

Companion  in  the  lonely  cell  ? 

Or,  doft  thou  on  the  funny  plain 

Infpire  the  reed,  and  chear  the  fwain  ? 

G  2 
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Or,  fcornful  of  each  low  retreat, 
On  fortune's  favour  doPc  thou  wait ; 
And,  in  the  gilded  chambers  of  the  great, 
Protract  the  revel,  and  the  pleafure  fwell  ?. x 

ill. 

Ah  me  !  the  Hermit's  cell  explore  ; 

Thy  abfence  he,  like  me,  complains ; 
While  murm'ring  ftreams  along  the  more, 

Echo  the  love-fick  fhepherd's  ftrains : 
Nor,  where  the  gilded  domes  afpirey 
Deisn'ft  thou,  O  Goddefs !  to  retire  : 
Though  there  the  loves  and  graces  play,. 
Though  wine  and  mufic  court  thy  ftay  y 
Thou  fly'ft,  alas !  and  who  can  trace  thy  way, 

Or  fay  what  place  thy  heav  nly  form  contains  ? 

IV. 

If  to  mankind  I  turn  my  view, 

Flatter'd  with  hopes  of  focial  joy  * 

Rapine  and  blood  *  mankind  purfue, 
As  God  had  form'd  them  tc  defiroy. 


*  Tlxis  Ode  was  written  ia  the  year  1 745, 
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Dilcord,  at  whole  tremendous  view  gj 

Hell  quakes  with  horror  ever  new, 

No  more  by  endlefs  night  depreft, 

Fours  all  her  venom  thro'  each  breaft ; 

And,  while  deep  groans  and  carnage  is  increas'd^ 

Smiles  grim,  the  riling  mifchief  to  enjoy*  40 

V. 

Hence,  hence,  indignant  turn  thine  eyes,. 

To  my  dejected  foul  I  faid  ; 
See,  to  the  made  Euanthe  flies, 

Go3  find  Euanthe  in  the  made i 
Her  angel- form  thy  fight  mail  charm r  4.5; 
Thy  heart  her  angel-goodnefs  warm  ; 
There,  mall  no  wants  thy  Heps  purfuey. 
No  wakeful  care  contract  thy  brow ; 
Mufic  each  found,  and  beauty  ev'ry  viewr 

Shall  ev'ry  fenfe  with  full  delight  invade.  50 

VI, 

Exulting  in  the  charming  thought,. 

Thither  with  hafty  Heps  I  prefs ; 
And  while  th'  inchanting  maid  I  fouohn 

Thank'd  heavn  for  all  my  paft  diltrefs  r 

Increafinof 
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Increasing  hopes  my  journey  chear'd, 
And  now  in  reach  the  blifs  appear'd  ; 
Grant  this  fole  boon,  O  fate  !  I  cry'd ; 
Be  all  thy  other  gifts  deny'd, 
In  this  fhall  all  my  willies  be  fupply'd  ; 
And  fure  a  love  like  mine  deferves  no  lefs. 

VII. 

In  vain,  alas !  in  vain  my  pray'r, 

Fate  mix'd  the  accents  with  the  wind  ; 

Th'  illufive  form  diffolv'd  in  air, 
And  left  my  foul  to  grief  refign'd  : 

As  far  from  all  my  hopes  fhe  Hies, 

As  deepeft  feas  from  loftieft  ikies : 

Yet,  ftill,  on  fancy  deep  impreft, 

The  fad,  the  dear  ideas  reft ; 

Yet  ftill  the  recent  forrows  heave  my  bread, 

Hangs  black  o'er  life,  and  preys  upon  my  mind 

VIII. 

Ah  !  Goddefs,  fcarce  to  mortals  known, 
Who  with  thy  fhadow  madly  ftray, 

At  length  from  heav'n,  thy  facred  throne, 
Dart  through  my  foul  one  chearful  ray  : 


Several  Occasions. 


Ah !  with  Ibme  facred  lenient  art, 
Allay  the  anguifli  of  my  heart ; 
Ah !  teach  me,  patient  to  fuftain 
Life's  various  (lores  of  grief  and  pain  ; 
Or,  if  I  thus  prefer  my  pray'r  in  vain, 
Soon  let  me  find  thee  in  eternal  day. 


On  EUANTHE's  Absence, 


An  ODE. 


I. 

BLEST  heav'n !  and  thou  fair  world  below ! 
Is  there  no  cure  to  footh  my  fmart  ? 
No  balm  to  heal  a  lover's  woe. 
That  bids  his  eyes  for  ever  flow, 

Confumes  his  foul,  and  pines  his  heart  ? 
And  will  no  friendly  arm  above 
Relieve  my  tortur'd  foul  from  lcve  ? 
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if. 

As  fwift-defcending  fhow'rs  of  rain. 

Deform  with  mud  the  cleared  .dreams ; 
As  riling  mids  heav'm's  azure  dain, 
Ting'd  with  Aurora's  blufti  in  vain ; 

As  fades  the  flow'r  in  mid-day  beams: 
On  life  thus  tender  forrows  prey,  " 
And  wrap  in  gloom  its  promis'd  day. 

III. 

Ye  plains?  where  dear  Euan  the  drays, 

Ye  various  objects  of  her  view, 
Bedeck'd  in  beauty's  brighted  blaze ; 
Let  all  its  forms,  and  all  its  rays, 

Where-e'er  (he  turns,  her  eyes  purfue : 
All  fair,  as  die,  let  nature  mine  : 
Ah  1  then ?  how  lovely  !  how  divine  I 

IV. 

Where-e'er  the  thymy  vales  defcend. 

And  breathe  ambrofial  fragrance  round, 
Proportion  jud,  thy  line  extend, 
And  teach  the  profpecl  where  to  end  ; 

While  woods  or  mountains  mark  the  bound 


Several  Occasions. 

That  each  fair  fcene  which  ftrikes  her  eye, 
May  charm  with  fweet  variety. 

V. 

Ye  ftreams,  that,  in  perpetual  flow, 

Still  warble  on  your  mazy  way, 
Murmur  Euanthe,  as  you  go; 
Murmur  a  love-lick  Poet's  woe : 

Ye  feather'd  warblers,  join  the  lay ; 
Sing  how  I  fufTer,  how  complain ; 
Yet  name  not  him  who  feels  the  pain. 

VI. 

And  thou,  eternal  ruling  Pow'r ! 

If  fpotlefs  virtue  claims  thy  care, 
Around  unheard  of  bleflings  fhow'r ; 
Let  fome  new  pleafure  crown  each  hour, 

And  make  her  bleft,  as  good  and  fair : 
Of  all  thy  works,  to  mortals  known, 
The  beft  and  faireft  fhe  alone. 


H 
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To  a  Young  Gentleman  bound  for 

Guinea : 

An  ODE. 
i. 

A  T TEND  the  mufe,  whofe  numbers  flow 
Faithful  to  facred  friendfhip's  woe ; 
And  let  the  Scotian  lyre 
Obtain  thy  pity  and  thy  care  ; 

While  thy  lov'd  walks  and  native  air  5 
The  folemn  founds  infpire. 

II. 

That  native  air,  thefe  walks,  no  more 
Blelt  with  their  fav'rite,  now  deplore, 

And  join  the  plaintive  (train  : 
While,  urg'd  by  winds  and  waves,  he  flies,  1  o 

Where  unknown  ftars,  thro'  unknown  fkies, 

Their  tracklefs  courfe  maintain. 

III.  Yet 


Several  Occ as io ns. 


hi. 

Yet  think :  by  ev'ry  keener  fmart, 
That  thrills  a  friend  or  brother's  heart ; 

By  all  the  griefs  that  rife,  r$ 
And  with  dumb  anguifh  heave  thy  bread, 
When  abfence  robs  thy  foul  of  reft, 

And  fwells  with  tears  the  eyes : 

IV. 

By  all  our  forrows  ever  new, 

Think  whom  you  fly,  and  what  purfue ;  20 

And  judge  by  your's  our  pain  : 
From  friendship's  dear  tenacious  arms, 
You  fly,  perhaps,  to  war's  alarms, 

To  angry  fkies  and  main. 

V. 

The  fmiling  plain,  the  folemn  fhade,  25 
With  all  the  various  charms  difplay'd, 

That  fummer's  face  adorn  -y 
Summer,  with  all  that's  gay  or  fweet, 
With  tranfport  longs  thy  fenfe  to  meet, 

And  courts  thy  dear  return.  30 

H  2  VI.  The 
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VI. 

The  gentle  fun,  the  fanning  gale, 
The  vocal  wood,  the  fragrant  vale. 

Thy  prefence  all  implore : 
Can  then  a  wafte  of  fea  and  iky, 
That  knows  no  limits,  charm  thine  e] 

Thine  ear  the  tempeft's  roar  ? 

VII. 

But  why  fuch  weak  attractions  name, 
While  ev'ry  warmer  fecial  claim 

Demands  the  mournful  lay  ? 
Ah  !  hear  a  brother's  moving  fighs, 
Thro'  tears,  behold  a  lifter's  eyes 

Emit  a  faded  ray. 

»  '  VIII. 

Thy  young  allies,  by  nature  taught 

To  feel  the  tender  pang  of  thought, 
Which  friends  in  abfence  claim  *y 

To  thee,  with  forrow  all-fincere, 

Oft  pay  the  tributary  tear, 
Oft  lifjp  with  joy  thy  name. 


Several  Occasions. 


IX. 

Nor  thefe  thy  abfence  mourn  alone, 
O  dearly  lov'd !  tho'  faintly  known  ; 

One  yet  unfung  remains : 
Nature,  when  fcarce  fair  light  he  knew, 
Snatch'd  heav'n,  earth,  beauty,  from  his  view, 

And  darknefs  round  him  reigns. 

X. 

The  mufe  with  pity  view'd  his  doom  ; 
And,  darting  thro'  th'  eternal  gloom 

An  intellectual  ray, 
Bad  him  with  mufic's  voice  infpire 
The  plaintive  flute,  the  fprightly  lyre* 

And  tune  th'  impaflion'd  lay. 

XI. 

Thus,  tho'  defpairing  of  relief. 
With  ev'ry  mark  of  heart- felt  grief, 

The  abfence  we  complain : 
While  now,  perhaps,  th'  aufpicious  gale 
Invites  to  fpread  the  flying  fail, 

And  all  our  tears  are  vairu 
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XII. 

Protect  him  heav'n :  but  hence  each  fear ; 
Since  endlefs  goodnefs,  endlefs  care 

This  mighty  fabric  guides ; 
Commands  the  tempefr.  where  to  ftray, 
Directs  the  lightning's  ilanting  way, 

And  rules  the  refluent  tides. 

See,  from  th'  effulgence  of  his  reign, 
With  pleas' d  furvey,  Omniscience  deign 

Thy  wondrous  worth  to  view : 
See,  from  the  realms  of  endlefs  day, 
Immortal  guardians  wing  their  way, 

And  all  thy  fteps  purfue. 

XIV. 

If  fable  clouds,  whofe  wombs  contain 
The  murm'ring  bolt,  or  darning  rain, 

The  blue  ferene  deform ; 
Myriads  from  heav'n's  etherial  height, 
Shall  clear  the  gloom,  reflore  the  light, 

And  chace  th'  impending  (lorm.  . 


Several  Occasions. 


An    Irregular  ODE. 


Sent  to  a  L  a  d  y  on  her  Marriage-Day. 

*\\  7 1 T  H  all  your  wings,  ye  moments,  fly, 

*  *     And  drive  the  tardy  fun  along; 
Till  that  glad  morn  fhall  paint  the  fky, 

Which  wakes  the  mufe,  and  claims  the  raptur'd  fong, 

IT. 

See  nature  with  our  wimes  join, 
To  aid  the  dear,  the  bleft  derign ; 
See  Time  precipitate  his  way, 
To  bring  th'  expected  happy  day  ; 
See,  the  wiuYd-for  dawn  appears, 
A  more  than  wonted  glow  (he  wears : 

Hark  !  Hymeneals  found  ; 
Each  mufe  awakes  her  fofteft  lyre  ; 
Each  airy  warbler  fwells  the  choir  ; 

'Tis  mufic  all  around. 


10 
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in. 

Awake,  ye  nymphs,  the  bin  filing  bride, 

T'  eclipfe  Aurora's  rofy  pride  ; 

While  virgin  fhame  retards  her  way, 

And  Love,  half-angry,  chides  her  (lay  : 

While  hopes  and  fears  alternate  reign, 

Intermingling  blifs  and  pain  ; 

O'er  all  her  charms  diffufe  peculiar  grace, 

Fant  in  her  ftnv'ring  heart,  and  vary  in  her  face, 

IV. 

At  length  confent,  reluctant  fair, 

To  blefs  thy  long-expecting  lover's  eyes ! 
Too  long  his  fighs  are  loft  in  air, 

At  length  refign  the  blifs  for  which  he  dies : 
The  mufes,  prefcient  of  your  future  joys, 

Dilate  my  foul,  and  prompt  the  chearfui  lay ; 
While  they,  thro'  coming  times,  with  glad  furprize 

The  long  fucceflive  brightning  fcenes  furvey. 

V. 

Lo !  to  your  fight  a  blooming  offspring  rife, 
And  add  new  ardour  to  the  nuptial  ties; 


Several  Occasions.  97 

While  in  each  form  you  both  united  mine; 
Frefh  honours  wait  your  temples  to  adorn  : 
For  you  glad  Ceres  fills  the  flowing  horn,  35 

And  heav'n  and  fate  to  blefs  your  days  combine, 

VI. 

While  life  gives  pleafure,  life  fhall  ftill  remain, 

Till  Death,  with  gentle  hand,  mail  fhut  the  pleafing  fcene : 

Safe,  fable  guide  to  that  celeftial  more, 

Where  pleafure  knows  no  end,  and  change  is  fear'd  no  more ! 

40 


To  a  COQUET.     An  ODE 


1. 

AT  length,  vain,  airy  flutt'rer,  fly  ; 
Nor  vex  the  public  ear  and  eye 
With  all  this  noife  and  glare : 
Thy  wifer  kindred  gnats  behold, 
All  mrouded  in  their  parent  mould, 
.  Forfake  the  chilling  air. 

I 


Of 
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Of  conquefl:  there  they  fafely  dream  ; 
Nor  gentle  breeze,  nor  tranfient  gleam, 

Allures  them  forth  to  play : 
But  thou,  alike  in  froft  and  flame,  io- 
Initiate  of  the  cruel  game, 

Still  on  mankind  would'ft  prey. 

Thy  confcious  charms,  thy  praclas'd  arts, 

Thofe  adventitious  beams  that  round  thee  mine,. 

Referve  for  unexperienc'd  hearts :  mf* 
Superior  fpells  defpair  to  conquer  mine.- 

n. 

Go,  bid  the  funfhine  of  thine  eyes 
Melt  rigid  winter,  warm  the  fkies, 

And  fet  the  rivers  free; 
O'er  fields,  immers'd  in  frofl:  and  mow,  20 
Bid  flowVs  with  fmiling  verdure  grow 

Then  hope  to  foften  me. 

No,  heav  n  and  freedom  witnefs  bear,. 
This  heart  no  fecond  frown  mall  fear, 


No 


Several  Occasions. 

No  lecond  yoke  fuftain : 
Enough  of  female  fcorn  I  know ; 
Scarce  ceafe  my  recent  ftripes  to  glow. 

Scarce  fate  could  break  my  chain. 

Ye  hours,  confum'd  in  hopelefs  pain, 

Ye  trees,  infcrib'd  with  many  a  flaming  vow, 

Ye  echoes,  oft  invok'd  in  vain, 

Ye  moon-light  walks,  ye  tinkling  rills,  adieu ! 

III. 

Your  paint  that  idle  hearts  controuls ; 
Your  fairy  nets  for  feeble  fouls, 

By  partial  fancy  wrought ; 
Your  Syren  voice,  your  tempting  air, 
Your  borrow'd  vifage  falfely  fair, 

With  me  avail  you  nought. 

Let  ev'ry  charm  that  wakes  defire, 
Let  each  infnaring  art  confpire  ; 

Not  all  can  hurt  my  reft : 
Touch' d  by  *  Ithuriel's  potent  fpear, 
At  once  unmafk'd  the  fiends  appear, 
In  native  blacknefs  dreft. 

*  See  Paradise  Lost3  Book  IV..  verf.  810. 

I  2 
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The  fpeaking  glance,  the  heaving  breaft, 1 
The  cheek  with  lilies  ting'd  and  rofy  dye ; 

Falfe  joys,  which  ruin  all  who  tafte, 

How  fwift  they  fade  in  reafon's  piercing  eye 

IV. 

Seed  thou  yon  taper's  vivid  ray, 
Which  emulates  the  blaze  of  day, 

DifTufing  far  its  light  ? 
Tho'  it  from  blafts  mall  ftand  fecure, 
Time  urges  on  the  deftin'd  hour, 

And,,  lo  !  it  finks  in  night* 

Such  is  thy  glory,  fuch  its  date,, 
Wav'd  by  the  fportive  hand  of  fate, 

A  while  to  catch  our  view  : 
Now  bright  to  heav'n  the  blaze  afpires, 
Then  fudden  from  our  gaze  retires, 

And  yields  to  wonders  new. 

Like  this  poor  torch,  thy  haughty  airs, 

Thy  fhort-liv'd  fplendor  on  a  puff  depends  j.. 

And,  foon  as  fate  the  flroke  prepares, 

The  flafh  in  duft  and  naufeous  vapours  ends* 


Several  Occasions. 


61 


On  the  Refinements  in  Metaphyseal 

Phitofophy : 

An  ODE. 

i. 

A  L  S  E  wifdom,  fly,  with  all  thy  *  owls ; 
The  duft  and  cobwebs  of  the  fchools 
For  me  have  charms  no  more  : 
The  grofs  Minerva  of  our  days, 

In  mighty  bulk  my  learn'd  -\  ErTays  f 
Reads  joyful  o'er  and  o'er. 

II. 

Led  by  her  hand  a  length  of  time, 

Thro'  fenfe  and  nonfenfe,  profe  and  rhyme> 


*  Formerly  the  bird  of  Minerva,  but  by  the  moderns  aferibed  to  Dull- 
ness. ..  . 

■f  The  Author,  like  others  of  greater  name,,  had  formerly  attempted  ta 
demonftrate  matters  of  facl  a  p'w.u 

I  beat 
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I  beat  my  painful  way ; 
Long,  long,  revolv'd  the  my  (lie  page 
Of  many  a  Dutch  and  German  Sage, 

And  hop'd  at  laft  for  day. 

But,  as  the  mole,  hid  under  ground, 
Still  works  more  dark  as  more  profound, 

So  all  my  toils  were  vain  : 
For  truth  and  fenfe  indignant  fly, 
As  far  as  ocean  from  the  fky, 

From  all  the  formal  train. 

IV. 

The  %  Stagyrite,  whofe  fruitful  quill 
O'er  free-born  nature  lords  it  {till,  20 

Suftain'd  by  form  and  phrafe 
Of  dire  portent  and  folemn  found, 
Where  meaning  feldom  can  be  found, 

From  me  mall  gain  no  praife. 

V. 

But  you,  who  would  be  truly  wife,  25 
To  nature's  light  unveil  your  eyes, 

*  Aristotle,  inventor  of  Syllogifms,  and  as  fuch  only,  mentioned  here. 


i  a 


Several  Occasions. 

Her  gentle  call  obey : 
She  leads  by  no  falfe  wand'ring  glare,. 
No  voice  ambiguous  ftrikes  your  ear„ 

To  bid  you  vainly  ftray. 

vi. 

Not  in  the  gloomy  cell  reclufe, 
For  noble  deeds  or  gen'rous  views* 

She  bids  us  watch  the  night ; 
Fair  virtue  (nines,  to  all  difplay'dr 
Nor  afks  the  tardy  Schoolman  %  aid^ 
To  teach  us  what  is  right. 

VIL 

Pleafure  and  pain  fhe  fets  in  viewr 
And  which  to  fhun,  and  which  purfuer 

Inftrucls  her  pupil's  heart : 
Then,  letter  d  Pride,  fay,  what  they  gain*.. 
To  mafk,,  with  fo  much  fruitlefs  pain, 

Thy  ignorance  with  art  ? 

VIII. 

Thy  {tiff  grimace  and  awful  tone 
An;  idiot's  wonder  move  alone;. 
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And,  fpite  of  all  thy  rules, 
The  wife  in  ev'ry  age  conclude 
Thy  faireft  proipects,  rightly  viewed, 

The  Paradife  of  Fools. 

IX. 

The  gamefter's  hope  when  doom'd  to  lofe, 
The  joys  of  wine,  the  wanton's  vows, 

The  faithlefs  calm  at  fea, 
The  courtier's  word,  the  croud's  applaufe, 
The  Jefuit's  faith,  the  fenfe  of  laws, 

Are  not  more  falfe  than  thee. 

X. 

Bleft  he  !  who  fees,  without  furprize, 
The  various  fyftems  fall  and  rife, 

And  fhifts  the  fickle  gale ; 
While  all  their  utmoft  force  exert, 
To  wound  the  foe's  unguarded  part, 

And  all  alike  prevail. 

XL 

Thus  (facred  *  Bards  of  yore  have  fung) 
High  heav'n  with  martial  clamours  rung, 

*  See  Homer. 


Several  Occasions.  6$ 

And  deeds  of  mortal  wrath  ; 
When  cranes  and  pygmies  glory  fought, 
And  in  the  fields  of  aether  fought,  6  j 

With  mutual  wounds  and  death* 

XII. 

Let  Logic's  fons,  mechanic  throng ! 
Their  fyllogiftic  war  prolong, 

And  reafons  empire  boaft ; 
Infhrin'd  in  deep  congenial  gloom,  70 
Eternal  wrangling  be  their  doom, 

To  truth  and  nature  loft ! 

XIII. 

Amus'd  by  fancy's  fleeting  fire, 

Let  *  Malebranche  ftill  for  Truth  inquire, 

And  rack  his  aching  fight :  y$ 
While  the  coy  goddefs  wings  her  way, 
To  fcenes  of  uncreated  day, 

Abforb'd  in  dazzling  light. 

*  He  thought  the  medium,  by  which  fenfible  perceptions  were  conveyed  tQ 
us,  was  God ;  in  whofe  effence  truth  was  feen,  as  in  a  mirror. 


K 


XIV.  With 
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XIV. 

With  firmer  ftep  and  graver  guife, 

Whilft  *  Locke  in  confcious  triumph  tries,  80 

Her  dwelling  to  explore  ; 
Swift  fhe  eludes  his  ardent  chace, 
A  fhadow  courts  his  fond  embrace,/ 

Which  f  Hobbes  carefs'd  before* 

XV. 

Let  +  Dodwell  with  the  Fathers  join, 
To  ftrip  of  energy  divine 

The  heav'n-defcended  foul ; 
The  teft  of  fenfe  let  |J  Berkley  fcorn, 
And  both  on  borrow'd  pinions  borne. 

Annihilate  the  whole. 

XVI. 

In  Academic  vales  retir'd, 
With  Plato's  love  and  beauty  fir'd, 

*  His  account  of  virtue  differs  not  much  from  that  of  the  Leviathan. 

1'  Author  of  the  laft-mentioned  piece  ;  who  denied  the  diftinclion  between 
vice  and  virtue,  and  affirmed  power  and  right  to  be  the  -fame. 

$  He  attempted  to  prove  the  Natural  Mortality  of  the  Soul,  and  quoted 
the  Fathers  in  favour  of  his  opinion. 

f|  Author  of  Dialogues  on  the  Non-exiftence  of  Matter. 


90 


My 


Several  Occasions. 


6? 


My  fteps  let  candour  guide  ; 
By  tenets  vain  unprepofleft, 

Thole  lawlefs  tyrants  of  the  breaft,  95 
Offspring  of  zeal  and  pride ! 

XVII. 

Or,  while  thro'  nature's  walks  I  ftray, 
Would  Truth's  bright  fource  emit  one  ray. 

And  all  my  foul  inflame  ; 
Creation,  and  her  bounteous  laws,  100 
Her  order  fix'd,  her  glorious  caufe, 

Should  be  my  fav'rite  theme. 


To  Mrs.  R  — 

On  the  Death  of  a  promifing  Infant. 

An  ODE. 
k 

\  \  7  H  I L  E,  touch'd  with  all  thy  tender  pain, 

*  *     The  mufes  breathe  a  mournful  ftrain, 

K  2  O! 
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O  !  lift  thy  languid  eye ! 
O  !  deign  a  calm  aufpicious  ear  ; 
The  mufe  fhall  yield  thee  tear  for  tear,:, 

And  mingle  figh  with  ligh. 

IL 

Not  for  the  cThracian  bard,  whofe  lyre- 
Could  rocks  and  woods  with  foul  infpirer 

By  jealous  fury  flain, 
While  murm'ring  on  his  trembling  tongue 
Eurydice  imperfect  hung, 

The  nine  could  more  complain, 

III. 

Ah !  fay,  harmonious  fillers,  fay : 
When  fwifta  to  pierce  the  lovely  prey, 

Fate  took  its  cruel  aim  ; 
When  languifh'd  ev'ry  tender  grace, 
Each  op'ning  bloom  that  ting'd  his  face, 

And  pangs  convuls'd  his  frame  : 

IV. 

Say,  could  no  fong  of  melting  woe. 
Revoke  the  keen  determin'd  blow, 


/ 

r 

Several  Occasions. 

That  clos'd  his  fparkling  eye? 
Thus  rofes  oft,  by  early  doom, 
Robb'd  of  their  blufh  and  fweet  perfume,, 

Grow  pale,  recline,  and  die. 

Pale,  pale  and  cold  the  beauteous  frame!' 
Nor  falient  pulfe,  nor  vital  flame,: 

A  mother's  hopes  reftore  : 
In  vain  keen  anguifh  tears  her  breaft, 
By  ev'ry  tender  mark  exprefty 

He  lives,  he  fmiles  no  more! 

VI. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  human  kind  ; 
The  faireft  form,  the  brighteft  mind,, 

Gan  no  exemption  know  : 
The  mighty  mandate  of  the  fky, 
"  That  man  when  born  begins  to  die," 

Extends  to  all  below. 

VII. 

In  vain,  a  mother's  pray'rs  afcend*, 
Should  nature  to  her  forrows  lend: 
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The  native  voice  of  fmart ; 
In  vain  would  plaints  their  force  efTay 
To  hold  precarious  life  one  day, 

Or  fate's  dread  hand  avert, 

VIIT. 

Fix'd  as  the  rock  that  braves  the  main, 
Fix'd  as  the  poles  that  all  fuftain, 

Its  purpofe  ftands  fecure: 
The  humble  Hynd  who  toils  for  bread, 
'the  fceptred  hand,  the  laurel'd  head^ 

Alike  coiifefe  its  pow'r. 

IX. 

Since  time  began,  the  ftream  of  woes 
Along  its  rapid  current  flows  3 

Stills  fwells  the  groan  profound  ; 
While  age,  re-echoing  ftill  to  age, 
Tranfmits  the  annals  of  its  rage, 

And  points  the  recent  wound. 

When  human  hopes  fublimeft  tow'r, 
Then,  wanton  in  th'  excefs  of  pow'r, 


Several  Occasions.  ji 

The  tyrant  throws  them  down- ; 
The  orphan  early  robb'd  of  aid, 
The  widow'd  wife,  the  plighted  maid, 

His  fable  triumph  crown,  60 

XI. 

At  length  to  life  and  joy  return. ; 
Man  was  not  deftin'd  frill  to  mourn, 

A  prey  to  endlefs  pain : 
Heav'n's  various  hand,  the  heart  to  form, 
With  blifs  and  anguifh,  calm  and  ftorm,  6  J 

Diverfifies  the  fcene  t 

XIT. 

But  hides  with  care  from  human  eyes,, 
What  blifs  beyond  this  profpe£t  lies ; 

Left  we,  with  life  cppref\ 
Should  grieve  its  burden  to  endure,.,  70 
And,  with  excursion  premature,, 

Purfue  eternal  reft. 


XIII 

From  difappointment,  grief,  and  care. 
From  ev'ry  pang  of  fharp  defpair. 
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Thy  charmer  wings  his  way ; 
And,  while  new  fcenes  his  bofom  fire, 
He  learns  to  ftrike  the  golden  lyre^ 

And  heav'n  refounds  his  lay. 

XIV. 

:Lo  1  where  his  facred  reliques  Hey 
Immortal  .guardians  from  the  {ky 

Their  fllver  wings  difplay ; 
Till,  bright  emerging  from  the  tomb, 
They  rife  to  heav'n,  their  deftin'd  home. 

And  hail  eternal  day. 


An    O  D  E 

Written  when  Sick. 

ff~\  Prime  of  life  !  O  tafte  of  joy  1 
Whither  fo  early  do  you  fly  ? 
Scarce  half  your  tranflent  fweetnefs  known. 
Why  are  you  vanifh'd  ere  full-blown? 
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The  beauteous  progeny  of  fpring,  5 
That  tinge  the  zephyr's  fragrant  wing, 
Each  tender  bloom,  each  fhort-hVd  flowV, 
Still  flourish  till  their  deftin'd  hour : 
Your  winter  too,  too  foon  will  come, 

And  chill  in  death  your  vernal  bloom.  10 

On  my  wan  cheek  the  colour  dies, 
SufTus'd  and  languid  roll  mine  eyes  ; 
Cold  horrors  thrill  each  fick'ning  vein  ; 
Deep  broken  fighs  my  bofom  ftrain  ; 

The  falient  pulfe  of  health  gives  o'er,  1 5 

And  life  and  pleafure  are  no  more. 


To  HEALTH: 
An  ODE. 

MO  T  H  E  R  of  all  human  joys, 
Rofy  cheeks,  and  fparkling  eyes ; 
In  whofe  train,  for  ever  gay, 
Smiling  Loves  and  Graces  play : 

L  If 


74  POEMS 

If  complaints  thy  foul  can  move, 
Or  mufic  charm,  the  voice  of  love  I 
Hither,  Goddefs,  ere  too  late, 
Turn,  and  flop  impending  fate* 

Over  earth,  and  fea,  and  fky„ 
Bid  thy  airy  heralds  fly  ; 
With  each  balm  which  nature  yields, 
From  the  gardens,  groves,  and  fields* 
From  each  jflow'r  of  varied  hue, 
From  each  herb  that  fips  the  dew, 
From  each  tree  of  fragrant  bloom, 
Bid  the  gales  their  wings  perfume '% 
And,  around  fair  Gelia's  head, 
All  the  mingled  incenfe  fried  :. 
Till  each  living  fweetnefs  rife, 
Paint  her  cheeks,  and  arm  her  eyes,. 
Mild  as  ev'ning's  humid  ray, 
Yet  awful  as  the  blaze  of  day* 

Celia  if  the  fates  reftorej 
Love  and  beauty  weep  no  more  t 
But  if  they  fnatch  the  lovely  prize* 
All  that's  fair  in  Celia  dies* 


Several  Occasions.  75 


To  a  little  Girl  whom  I  had  offended : 

An  ODE. 


Written  at  Twelve  Years  of  Age. 

HO W  long  mall  I  attempt  in  vain 
Thy  fmiles,  my  angel,  to  regain  ? 
Til  kifs  your  hand,  I'll  weep,  I'll  kneel : 
Will  nought  fair  tyrant,  reconcile? 

That  goldfinch,  with  her  painted  wings; 
Which  gayly  looks,  and  fweetly  rings ; 
That,  and  if  aught  I  have  more  fine, 
All,  all,  my  charmer,  mail  be  thine. 

When  next  Mamma  mail  prove  fevere, 
I'll  interpofe,  and  fave  my  dear. 

Soften^  my  fair,  thofe  angry  eyes, 
Nor  tear  thy  heart  with  broken  fighs : 
Think,  while  that  tender  breaft  they  flrain, 
For  thee  what  anguifh  I  fuilain, 

L  2 


10 


Should 
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Should  but  thy  fair  companions  view, 
How  ill  that  frown  becomes  thy  brow ; 
With  fear  and  grief  in  ev'ry  eye, 
Each  would  to  each,  aftonifti'd,  cry, 
Heav'ns !  where  is  all  her  fweetnels  flown ! 
How  ftrange  a  figure  now  ffie  s  grown ! 
Run,  Nancy,  let  us  run,  left  we 
Grow  petttifh  aukward  things,  as  fhe» 

'Tis  done,  'tis  done  ;  my  cherub  fmiles, 
My  griefs  fufpends,  my  fears  beguiles : 
How  the  quick  pleafure  heaves  my  breaft  I 
Ah  !  Rill  be  kind,  and  HI  be  bleft ! 


20 


*5 


To   L  E  S  B  I  A. 

Tranflated  from  Catullus. 

P  I  ^  H  O'  four  loquacious  age  reprove, 

Let  us,  my  Lesbia,  live  for  love  : 
For,  when  the  fhort-liv'd  funs  decline, 
They  but  retire  more  bright  to  fhine  : 


But 
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But  we,  when  fleeting  life  is  o'er,  5 
And  light  and  love  can  blefs  no  more ; 
Are  ravifh'd  from  each  dear  delight, 
To  fleep  one  long  eternal  night. 

Give  me  of  kiffes  balmy  ftore, 
Ten  thoufand,  and  ten  thoufand  more;  10 
Still  add  ten  thoufand,  doubly  fweet ; 
The  dear,  dear  number  ftill  repeat ; 
And,  when  the  fum  fo  high  mall  fwell, 
Scarce  thought  can  reach,  or  tongue  can  tell  *9 
Let  us  on  kifTes  kiftes  croud,  1 5 

Till  number  link  in  multitude ; 
Left  our  full  blifs  mould  limits  know, 
And  others,  numb'ring,  envious  grow. 


A  TRANS- 
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A   TRANSLATION  of 
An  Old  Scotish  SONG. 

£^  I N  C  E  robb'd  of  all  that  charm'd  my  view, 
k-*  Of  all  my  foul  e'er  fancied  fair, 
Ye  fmiling  native  fcenes,  adieu ! 
With  each  delightful  object  there. 

Ye  vales,  which  to  the  raptur'd  eye  5 

DifclosM  the  flow'ry  pride  of  May  ; 
Ye  circling  hills,  whofe  fummits  high 

Blufh'd  with  the  morning's  earlieft  ray : 

Where,  heedlefs  oft  how  far  I  ftray'd, 

And  pleas'd  my  ruin  to  purfue ;  10 
I  fung  my  dear,  my  cruel  maid : 

Adieu  for  ever !  ah  !  adieu ! 


Ye 
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Ye  dear  aftbciates  of  my  breaft, 

Whole  hearts  with  fpeechlefs  forrow  fwell ; 
And  thou,  with  hoary  age  oppreft,  15 

Dear  author  of  my  life,  farewel  I 

For  me,  alas !  thy  fruitlefs  tears, 

Far,  far  remote  from  friends  and  homex 
Shall  blaft  thy  venerable  years, 

And  bend  thee  pining  to  the  tomb.  20 

Sharp  are  the  pangs  by  nature  felt, 

From  dear  relations  torn  away, 
Yet  fharper  pangs  my  vitals  melt, 

To  hopelefs  love  a  deftin'd  prey : 

While  me,  as  angry  heav'n  and  main  2  5 

Deaf  to  the  helplefs  failor's  pray'r, 
Enjoys  my  foul-confuming  pain, 

And  wantons  with  my  deep  defpauv 

From  curfed  gold  what  ills  arife ! 

What  horrors  life's  fair  prolpedt  ftain  !  go 
Friends  blaft  their  friends  with  angry  eyes, 

And  brothers  bleed,  by  brothers  flain- 


Fronii 
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From  curfcd  gold  I  trace  my  woe ; 

Could  I  this  fplendid  mifchief  boaft, 
Nor  would  my  tears  unpitied  flow, 

Nor  would  my  fighs  in  air  be  loft. 

Ah  !  when  a  mother's  cruel  care 
Nurs'd  me  an  infant  on  the  breaft, 

Had  early  fate  furpris'd  me  there, 
And  wrapt  me  in  eternal  reft : 

Then  had  this  breaft  ne'er  learn'd  to  beat, 
And  tremble  with  unpitied  pain  ; 

Nor  had  a  maid's  relentlefs  hate, 

Been,  ev'n  in  death,  deplor  d  in  vain. 

Oft,  in  the  pleafing  toils  of  love, 
With  ev'ry  winning  art  I  try'd 
To  catch  the  coyly  flutt'ring  dove, 
With  killing  eyes  and  plumy  pride : 

But,  far  on  nimble  pinions  borne 

From  love's  warm  gales  and  flow'ry  plains, 
She  fought  the  northern  climes  of  fcorn, 

Where  ever-freezing  winter  reigns. 


Several  Occasions. 


Ah  me  !  had  heav'n  and  fhe  prov'd  kind, 

Then  full  of  age,  and  free  from  care, 
How  bleft  had  I  my  life  refign'd,  55 

Where  firft  I  breath'd  this  vital  air ! 

But,  fince  no  flatt'ring  hope  remains,. 

Let  me  my  wretched  lot  purfue  : 
Adieu,  dear  friends,  and  native  fcenesy 

To  all,  but  grief  and  love,  adieu  1  60 


SONG: 

To  the  Tune  of  the  Braes  of  Ballandyne. 

I 

BENEATH  a  green  (hade,  a  lovely  young  fwaia 
One  ev'ning  reclin'd,  to  difcover  his  pain : 
So  fad,  yet  fo  fweetly,  he  warbled  his  woe, 
The  winds  ceas'd  to  breathe,  and  the  fountains  to  flow : 
Rude  winds,  with  compaflion,  could  hear  him  complain  5  5 
Yet  Chloe,  lefs  gentle,  was  deaf  to  his  [train. 

M  II.  How 
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ii. 

How  happy,  he  cry'd,  my  moments  once  flew ! 
Ere  Chole's  bright  charms  firft  flafh'd  in  my  view: 
Thefe  eyes  then  with  pleafure  the  dawn  could  furvey ;  ' 
Nor  fmil'd  the  fair  morning  more  chearful  than  they  :       i  o 
Now  fcenes  of  diftrefs  pleafe  only  my  fight  ; 
I'm  tortur'd  in  pleafure,  and  languifli  in  light. 

III. 

Through  changes  in  vain  relief  I  purfue ; 

All,  all  but  confpire  my  griefs  to  renew : 

From  funfliine  to  zephyrs  and  fhades  we  repair  ;  15 

To  funfhine  we  fly  from  too  piercing  an  air  : 

But  love's  ardent  fever  burns  always  the  fame  ;  ] 

No  winter  can  cool  it,  no  fummer  inflame. 

IV. 

But  fee !  the  pale  moon  all  clouded  retires ; 

The  breezes  grow  cool,  not  Strephon's  deiires :  20 

I  fly  from  the  dangers  of  temperl  and  wind, 

Yet  nourifli  the  madnefs  that  preys  on  my  mind. 

Ah  wretch !  how  can  life  thus  merit  thy  care, 

Since  length'ning  its  moments,  but  lengthens  defpair  ? 


The 


Several  Occasions. 
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A  SONG, 
t 

A  Z  U  R  E  dawn,  whofe  chearful  ray 
Bids  ail  nature's  beauties  rife, 
Were  thy  glories  doubly  gay, 

What  art  thou  to  Chloe's  eyes  ? 
Boaft  no  more  thy  rofy  light,  5 
If  Chloe  fmile  thee  into  night. 

II. 

Gentle  Spring,  whofe  kind  return 

Spreads  difTunVe  pleafure  round, 
Bids  each  breaft  enamour'd  burn, 

And  each  flame  with  blifs  be  crown'd  ;  1  o 

Should  my  Chloe  leave  the  plain, 
Fell  winter  foon  would  blaft  thy  reign. 

M.  2  III.  Ev'ry 
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in. 

Ev'ry  charm,  whofe  high  delight 
Senfe  enjoys,  or  foul  admires ; 

All  that  ardour  can  excite, 
All  excited  love  requires, 

All  that  heav'n  or  earth  call  fair, 

View  Chloe's  face,  and  read  k  there. 


*5 


1  A/vsyi  I 


A  Pastoral  SONG. 


SANDY,  the  gay,  the  blooming  Twain, 
Had  lang  frae  love  been  free  ; 
Lang  made  ilk  heart  that  filFd  the  plain 
Dance  quick  with  harmlefs  glee. 

As  blythfome  lambs  that  fcour  the  green, 
His  mind  was  unconftrain'd ; 

Nae  face  could  ever  fix  his  een, 
Nae  fang  his  ear  detain'd. 


Ah! 


Several  Occasions. 


Ah !  lucklefs  youth !  a  fhort-liv'd  joy 

Thy  cruel  fates  decree ; 
FeH  tods  (hall  on  thy  lambkins  prey, 

And  love  mair  fell  on  thee. 

'Twas  e'er  the  fun  exhal'd  the  dew, 

Ae  morn  of  chearful  May, 
Forth  Girzy  walk'd,  the  flow'rs  to  view, 

A  rlow'r  mair  fweet  than  they ! 

Like  fun-beams  Irieen  her  waving  locks ; 

Her  een  like  ftars  were  bright ; 
The  rofe  lent  blumes  to  her  cheek ; 

The  lily  pureft  white. 

Jimp  was  her  wafte,  like  fome  tall  pine 
That  keeps  the  woods  in  awe ; 

Her  limbs  like  iv'ry  columns  turn'd, 
Her  breads  like  hills  of  lhaw. 

Her  robe  around  her  loofely  thrown, 

Gave  to  the  fhepherd's  een 
What  fearlefs  innocence  would  mow ; 

The  reft  was  all  unfeen. 
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He  fix'd  his  look,  he  figh'd,  he  quak'd, 

His  colour  went  and  came ; 
Dark  grew  his  een,  his  ears  refound, 

His  breaft  was  all  on  flame. 

Nae  mair  yon  glen  repeats  his  fang, 
He  jokes,  and  fmiles  nae  mair 

Unplated  now  his  cravat  hung, 
Undreft  his  chefnut  hair. 

To  him  how  lang  the  friortefb  night  J 
How  dark  the  brighter!:  day  ! 

Till,  with  the  flow  confuming  fire, 
His  life  was  worn  away. 

Far,  far  frae  fhepherds  and  their  flocks, 
Oppreft  with  care,  he  lean'd  ; 

And,  in  a  mirky,  beachen  fhade, 
To  hills  and  dales  thus  plean'd : 

At  length,  my  wayward  heart,  return, 

Too  far,  alas !  aftray : 
Say,  whence  you  caught  that  bitter  fmart, 

Which  works  me  fuch  decay. 


Several  Occasions. 


Ay  me !  'twas  Love,  'twas  Girzy's  charms, 

That  firft  began  my  woes ; 
Could  he  fae  faft,  or  {he  fae  fair, 

Prove  fuch  relentlefs  foes  ? 

Fierce  winter  nips  the  Iweeteft  flower ; 

Keen  lightning  rives  the  tree ; 
Bleak  mildew  taints  the  faireft  crop, 

And  love  has  blafted  me. 

Sagacious  hounds  the  foxes  chace ;  . 

The  tender  lambkins  they ; 
Lambs  follow  clofe  their  mother  ewes, 

I  And  ewes  the  blooms  of  May. 

Sith  a'  that  live,  with  a'  their  might, 

Some  dear  delight  purfue  ; 
Ceafe,  ruthlefs  maid !  to  fcorn  the  heart 

That  only  pants  for  you. 

Alas !  for  griefs,  to  her  unken'd, 

What  pity  can  I  gain  ? 
And  mould  fhe  ken,  yet  love  refufe, 

Could  that  redrefs  my  pain  ? 
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Come,  death,  my  wan,  my  frozen  bride, 
Ah!  clofe  thofe wearied  eyes: 

But  death  the  happy  frill  purfues, 
Still  from  the  wretched  flies. 

Could  wealth  avail ;  what  wealth  is  mine 
Her  high-born  mind  to  bend  ? 

Her's  are  thofe  wide  delightful  plains, 
And  her's  the  flocks  I  tend. 

What  tho',  whene'er  I  tun'd  my  pipe, 

Glad  fairies  heard  the  found, 
And,  clad  in  freflieft  April  green, 

Aft  tript  the  circle  round : 

Break,  landward  clown,  thy  dinfome  reed, 
And  brag  thy  fkill  nae  mair : 

Can  aught  that  gies  na  Girzy  joy, 
Be  worth  thy  lighteft  care  ? 

Adieu !  ye  harmlefs  fportive  flocks  | 
Who  now  your  lives  mail  guard  ? 

Adieu !  my  faithful  dog,  who  oft 
The  plealing  vigil  fhar'd  :. 


Several   Occasions.  89 

Adieu,  ye  plains,  and  light,  anes  fweet, 

Now  painful  to  my  view  :  90 
Adieu  to  life ;  and  thou,  mair  dear, 

Who  caus'd  my  death ;  adieu ! 

On  the  Death  of  STELLA: 
A  PASTORAL. 

Infcrib'd  to  her  Sifter. 

See  on  thofe  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath, 

Thofe  cheeks  now  faded  at  the  blajl  of  death : 

Cold  is  that  breafl  which  warmd  the  world  before ; 

And  thofe  love-darting  eyes  fhall  roll  no  more.  P  o  p  e» 

NOW  purple  ev'ning  tinga  the  blue  ferene, 
And  milder  breezes  fann'd  the  verdant  plain; 
Beneath  a  blafted  oak's  portentous  fliade, 
To  fpeak  his  grief,  a  penfive  fwain  was  laid  : 
Birds  ceas'd  to  warble  at  the  mournful  found ;  5 
The  laughing  landfkip  fadden'd  all  around  ; 

N  For 
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For  Stella's  fate  he  breath'd  his- tuneful  moan^ 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone ! 

O  thou !  by  ftronger  ties*  than  blood  ally'd,,,, 
Who  dy'd  to  pleafure,  when  a  *  fifter  dy'd  ^  ia 
Thou  living  image  of  thofe  charms  we  loft, 
Charms  which  exulting  nature  once  might  boaft? 
Indulge  the  plaintive  mufe,  whofe  fimple  drain 
Repeats  the  heart-felt  anguifh  of  the  fwain : 
For  Stella's  fate  thus  flow'd  his  tuneful  moa%  15 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  I 

Are  happinefs  and  joy  for  ever  fledr 
Nor  haunt  the  twilight  grove,  nor  funny  glade  ? 
Ah  !  fled  for  ever  from  my  longing  eye ;: 

With  Stella  born,  with  Stella  too  they  die  :  2  a 

Die,  or  with  me  your  brighter!:  image moan  -y 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,,  mourn  your  darling  gone ! 

Sweet  to  the  thirfty  tongue  the  chryfta]  ftream^ 

To  nightly  wand'rers  fweet  the  morning  beam  ; 

Sweet  to  the  wither'd  grafs  the  gentle  mow  r  ;  25 

To  the  fond  lover  fweet  the  nuptial  hour  ; 

*  Mrs.  M'Cui.i.och,  a  Lady  diftinguifhed  for  every  perfonal  grace  andi 
qtialifi cation  cf  mind,  which,  could  adorn  her  fex.  and  nature,. 

Sweet 


Several  Occasions, 

Sweet  fragrant  gardens  to  the  lab  ring  bee, 

And  lovely  Stella  once  was  heav'n  to  me  : 

That  heav'n  is  faded,  and  tbofe  joys  are  flown, 

Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone !  go 

Ah  !  where  is  now  that  form  which  charm  Yl  my  fight  ? 
Ah  !  where  that  wifdom,  fparkling  heav'nly  bright  ? 
Ah !  where  that  fweetnefs  like  the  lays  of  fpring, 
When  breathe  its  flow  'rs,  and  all  its  warblers  ling  ? 
Now  fade,  ye  flow  rs,  ye  warblers,  join  my  moan  ;  3  5 

Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  done  ! 

Ah  me !  tho'  winter  defolate  the  fields 
Again  fhall  flow 'rs  their  blended  odours  yield  ; 
Again  (hall  birds  the  vernal  feafon  hail, 
And  beauty  paint,  and  mufic  charm  the  vales  40 
But  fhe  no  more  to  blefs  me  fhall  appear  ; 
No  more  her  angel  voice  enchant  my  ear  ; 
No  more  her  angel  fmile  relieve  my  moan  : 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone ! 

He  ceas'd  ;  for  mighty  grief  his  voice  fupprefr,  45 
Chill'd  all  his  veins,  and  ftruggled  in  his  breaft  ; 


From 
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From  his  wan  cheek  the  rofy  tindhire  flies ; 

The  luftre  languifti'd  in  his  clofing  eyes : 

Too  foon  flball  life  return,  unhappy  fwain  I 

If,  with  returning  fenfe,  returns  thy  pain.  50 

Hills,  woods,  and  ftreams,  refbund  the  (hepherd's  moan ; 

Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  1 


A  PASTORAL: 

Infcribed    to    E  U  A  N  T  H  E. 

HI  LST  I  rehearfe  unhappy  Damon's  lays, 
At  which  his  fleecy  charge  forgot  to  graze, 
With  drooping  heads  and  grieved  attention,  flood, 
Nor  frifk'd  the  green,  nor  fought  the  neighb'ring  flood  3 
FfTential  Sweetnefs !  deign  with  me  to  ftray,  £ 
Where  yon  clofe  fhades  exclude  the  heat  of  day  ; 
Or  where  yon  fountain  murmurs  foft  along, 
Mixt  with  his  tears,  and  vocal  to  his  fong ; 
There  hear  the  fad  relation  of  his  fate, 
And  pity  all  the  pains  thy  charms  create.  10 

Close 


Several  Occasions. 

Close  in  th'  adjacent  {hade,  conceal'd  from  view, 
I  (laid,  and  heard  him  thus  his  griefs  purfue. 

Awake,  my  mufe !  the  foft  Sicilian  {train  ; 
Mild  gleams  the  purple  ev'ning  o'er  the  plain  y 
Mild  fan  the  breezes,  mild  the  waters  flow, 
And  heav'n  and  earth  an  equal  quiet  know  ; 
With  eafe  the  fhepherds  and  their  flocks  are  bleft, 
And  ev'ry  grief,  but  mine,  confents  to  reft. 

Awake,  my  mufe,  the  foft  Sicilian  ftrain ; 
Sicilian  numbers  may  delude  my  pain  i 
The  thirfty  field,  with  fcorching  heat  devours, 
Is  ne'er  fupply'd,  tho'  heav'n  defcend  in  fhow'rs : 
From  flow'r  to  flow'r  the  bee  ftill  plies  her  wing, 
Of  fweets  infatiate,  tho'  me  drain  the  fpring  : 
Still  from  thofe  eyes  love  calls  their  liquid  ftore, 
And,  when  their  currents  fail,  ftill  thirfts  for  more. 

Awake,  my  mufe !  the  foft  Sicilian  ftrain  : 
Yet  why  to  ruthlefs  ftorms  mould  1  complain  ? 
Deaf  ftorms  and  death  itfelf  complaints  may  move, 
But  groans  are  mufic  to  the  tyrant  Love. 
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O  Love !  thy  genius  and  thy  force  I  know, 

Thy  burning  torch,  and  peftilential  bow : 

From  fome  fermented  temped  of  the  main, 

At  once  commenced  thy  being,  and  thy  reign ; 

Nurs'd  by  fell  harpies  in  fome  howling  wood,  35 

Inur'd  to  daughter,  and  regal'd  with  blood  : 

Relentlefs  mifchief !  at  whofe  dire  command, 

A  mother  ftain'd  with  filial  blood  her  hand  : 

Curft  boy  !  curft  mother  !  which  mod  impious,  fay, 

She  who  could  wound,  or  he  who  could  betray  ?  40 

Awake,  my  mufe  !  the  fort  Sicilian  ftrain: 
From  love  thofe  fighs  I  breathe,  thofe  plagues  fuftain. 
Why  did  I  flrft  Euanthe's  charms  admire, 
Blefs  the  foft  fmart,  and  fan  the  growing  fire  ? 
Why,  happy  ftifi  my  danger  to  conceal,  4^ 
Could  I  no  ruin  fear,  till  fure  to  feel  ? 
So  feeks  the  fwain  by  night  his  doubtful  way, 
Led  by  th'  infidious  meteor's  fleeting  ray  ; 
Still  on,  attracted  by  th'  illulive  beam, 

He  tempts  the  faithlefs  marfh,  or  fatal -dream :  50 
Away  with  fcorn  the  laughing  Daemon  flies, 
While  fhades  eternal  feal  the  wretch's  eyes, 

Awakej 
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Awake,  my  mufe  S  the  faft  Sicilian  ftrain ; 
Ah  !  can  no  laft,  no  darling  hope  remain, 
Round  which  my  foul  with  all  her  flrength  may  twine, 
And,  thor  but  flatter'd,  call  the  treafure  mine  ? 
Wretch !  to  the  charmer's  fphere  canfl;  thou  afcend3 
Or  dar'ft  thou  fancy  me  to  thine  will  bend  ? 
Say,  mail  the  chirping  grafhopper  afTume- 
The  varied  accent,  and  the  foaring  plume  ; 
Or  mall  that  oak,  the  tallefE  of  his  race, 
Stoop  to  his  root,  and  meet  yon  fhrub's  embrace  ? 

Awake,  my  mufe  !  the  foft  Sicilian  ftrain  $ 
Thofe  pallid  cheeks  how  long  fhall  forrow  ftain  ? 
Well  I  remember,  O  my  foul !  too  well j 
When  in  the  fnare  of  fate  I  thoughtlefs  fell  i 
Languid  and  Hck,  me  fought  the  diftant  made, 
Where,  led  by  love  or  deftiny,  I  ftray'd : 
There,  from  the  nymphs  retir'd,  deprefs'd  fhe  lay, 
To  unremitting  pain  a  fmiling  prey  : 
Ev'n  then  I  faw  her,  as  an  angel,  bright ; 
I  faw,  I  lov'd,  I  perim'd  at  the  fight ; 
J)  figh'd,  I  blufh'd,  I  gaz'd  with  flx'd  furprife, 
And  all  my  foul  hung  raptur'd  ia  my  eyes. 
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Forbear,  my  mufe!  the  foft  Sicilian  ftrain  ; 
Which  heav'n  beftows,  and  art  refines,  in  vain : 
What  tho*  the  heav'n-born  mufe  my  temples  made 
With  wreaths  of  fame,  and  bays  that  never  fade  ? 
What  tho'  the  Sylvan  povv'rs,  while  I  complain, 
Attend  my  flocks,  and  patronize  my  ftrain  ? 
On  me  my  ftars,  not  gifts,  but  ills  beftow, 
And  all  the  change  I  feel,  is  change  of  woe. 

But  fee  yon  rock  projected  o'er  the  main, 
Whofe  giddy  profpect  turns  the  gazer's  brain : 
Object  is  loft  beneath  its  vaft  profound, 
And  deep  and  hoarfe  below  the  furges  found  : 
Oft,  while  th'  unthinking  world  is  loft  in  fleep, 
My  fable  genius  tempts  me  to  the  fteep ; 
In  fancy's  view  bids  endlefs  horrors  move, 
A  barren  fortune,  and  a  hopelefs  love. 
Life  has  no  charms  for  me  ;  why  longer  ftay  ? 
1  hear  the  gloomy  mandate,  and  obey. 
What !  fall  the  victim  of  a  mean  defpair, 
And  crown  the  triumph  of  the  cruel  fair  ? 
No,  let  me  once  fome  confcious  merit  mow, 
And  tell  the  world,  I  can  furvive  my  woe. 


Several  Occasions. 
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Forbear,  my  mufe !  the  foft  Sicilian  ftrain : 
Fool !  wretched  fool !  what  frenzy  fires  thy  brain  ? 
See,  choak'd  with  weeds,  thy  languid  flow'rs  recline, 
Thy  fheep  unguarded,  and  unprop'd  thy  vine.  100 
At  length  recall'd,  to  toil  thy  hands  inure, 
Or  weave  the  bafket,  or  the  fold  fecure. 

What  tho'  her  cheeks  a  living  blufh  difplay, 
Pure  as  the  dawn  of  heav'n's  unclouded  day ; 
Tho'  love  from  ev'ry  glance  an  arrow  wings,  105 
And  all  the  mufes  warble,  v/hen  Hie  lings! 
Forbear,  my  mufe !  the  foft  Sicilian  ftrain ; 
Some  nymph,  as  fair,  a  fprightlier  note  may  gain : 
There  are  who  know  to  prize  more  genuine  charms, 
Which  genius  brightens,  and  which  virtue  warms :  no 
Forbear,  my  mufe  !  the  foft  Sicilian  ftrain ; 
Some  nymph,  as  fair,  may  fmile,  tho'  me  difdain, 


O  The 
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The  Plaintive  SHEPHERD. 
A  PASTORAL  ELEGY. 

Eheu  !  quid  volui  mifero  mihi  f  ftoribus  auftrum 

PerdituSy  et  liquidis  immiji  font'tbus  apros*  Virg* 

jf^i  O  L I N,  whofe  lays  the  fhepherds  all  admire, 

For  Phoebe  long  confum'd  with  hopelefs  fire  ; 
Nor  durft  his  tongue  the  hidden  fmart  convey, 
Nor  tears  the  torment  of  his  foul  betray : 
But  to  the  wildnefs  of  the  woods  he  flies,  5 
And  vents  his  grief  in  unregarded  fighs : 
Ye  confcious  woods,  who  ftill  the  found  retain, 
Repeat  the  tuneful  forrows  of  the  fwain. 

And  muft  I  perifh  then,  ah  cruel  maid ! 
To  early  fate,  by  love  of  thee,  betray'd  ?  10 
And  can  no  tender  art  thy  foul  fubdue, 
Me,  dying  me,  with  milder  eyes  to  view  ? 

The 


Several  Occasions. 


The  flow'r  that  withers  in  its  op'ning  bloom, 
Robb'd  of  its  charming  dyes,  and  fweet  perfume  ; 
The  tender  lamb  that  prematurely  pines, 
And  life's  untafted  joys  at  once  refigns ; 
For  thefe  thy  tears  in  copious  tributes  flow, 
For  thefe  thy  bofom  heaves  with  tender  woe  ? 
And  canft  thou  then  with  tears  their  fate  furvey, 
While,  blafted  by  thy  coldnefs,  I  decay  ? 

And  now  the  fwains  each  to  their  cots  are  fled, 
And  not  a  warble  echoes  thro'  the  mead ; 
Now  to  their  folds  the  panting  flocks  retreat, 
Scorch'd  with  the  fummer  noon's  relentlefs  heat : 
From  fummer's  heat  the  fhades  a  refuge  prove ; 
But  what  can  fhield  my  heart  from  fiercer  love  ? 
All-bounteous  nature  taught  the  fertile  field, 
For  all  our  other  ills  a  balm  to  yield  ; 
But  love,  the  fharpeft  pang  the  foul  fuftains,. 
Still  cruel  love  incurable  remains. 

Yet,  dear  deftroyer  !  yet  my  fuff  'rings  hear  : 
By  love's  kind  look,  and  pity's  facred  tear, 

O  2 
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By  the  ftrong  griefs  that  in  my  bofom  roll, 
By  all  the  native  goodnefs  of  thy  foul, 
Regard  my  bloom  declining  to  the  grave, 
And,  like  eternal  Mercy,  fmile  and  fave. 

What  tho'  no  founding  names  my  race  adorny 
Suftain'd  by  labour,  and  obfcurely  born  ; 
With  faireft  flow  rs  the  humble  vales  are  fpread,. 
Whilft  endlefs  tempefts  beat  the  mountain's  head. 
What  tho'  by  fate  no  riches  are  my  mare  f 
Riches  are  parents  of  eternal  care ; 
While,  in  the  lowly  hut  and  iilent  grove, 
Content  plays  fmiling  with  her  lifter  love* 
What  tho'  no  native  charms  my  perfon  grace, 
Nor  beauty  moulds  my  form,  nor  paints  my  face  ; 
The  fweeteft  fruit  may  often  pall  the  tafte. 
While  floes  and  brambles  yield  a  fafe  repaft. 

Ah  !  prompt  to  hope,  forbear  thy  fruitlefs  {train 
Thy  hopes  are  frantic,  and  thy  lays  are  vain. 
Say,  can  tiny  fong  appeafe  the  ftormy  deep, 
Or  lull  th'  impetuous  hurricane  aileep  ? 
Thy  numbers  then  her  fledfaft  foul  may  move. 
And  change  the  purpofe  of  determin'd  love. 


Several  Occasions.  ior 

Die,  Colin,  die,  nor  groan  with  life  oppreft ;  5.5. 
Another  image  triumphs  in  her  breaft ; 
Another  foon  mall  call  the  fair  his  own, 
And  heav'n  and  fate  feem  pleas'd  their  vows  to  crown. 

Arise,  Menalcas,  with  the  dawn  arife: 
For  thee  thy  Phoebe  looks  with  longing  eyes 60 
For  thee  the  fhepherds,  a  delighted  throng, 
Wake  the  foft  reed,  and  hymeneal  fong ; 
For  thee  the  hafty  virgins  rob  the  fpring,, 
And,  wrought  with  care,  the.  nuptiaL  garland  bring; 

Arise,  Menalcas,  with  the  dawn  arife;  65; 
Ev'n  time  for  thee  with  double  fwiftnefs  flies :- 
Hours  urging  hours,  with  all  their  fpeed  retire,, 
To  give  thy  foul  whate'er  it  can  defire. 

Yet,  when  the  prieft  prepares  the  rites  divine,. 
And  when  lier  trembling  hand  is  clafp'd  in  thine,,  70 
Let  not  thy  heart  too  loon  indulge  its  joys ; 
But  think  on  him  whom  thy  delight  deflroys!: 
Thee  too  he  lov'd  ;  to  thee  his  Ample  heart, 
With  eafy  faith  and  fondnefs  breath'd  its  fmart : 
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So  fools  their  flocks  to  fanguine  wolves  refign,  75 

So  truft  the  cunning  fox  to  prune  the  vine. 

Think  thou  behold' ft  him  from  fome  gaping  wound 

Effufe  his  foul,  and  (lain  with  blood  the  ground  : 

Think,  while  to  earth  his  pale  remains  they  bear, 

His  friends  with  fhrieking  forrow  pierce  thine  ear :  80 

Or,  to  fome  torrent's  headlong  rage  a  prey, 

Think  thou  behold' ft  him  floating  to  the  fea. 

But  now  the  fun  declines  his  radiant  head, 
And  riling  hills  project  a  length'ning  made : 
Again  to  browze  the  green  the  flocks  return,  85 
Again  the  fvvains  to  fport,  and  I  to  mourn  : 
I  homeward  too  muft  bend  my  painful  way, 
Left  old  Damoetas  fternly  chide  my  (lay. 


D  £  S  I- 
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DESIDERIU  M  LUTE  TIAE: 

♦ 

From  BlJCHANNANj 

An  Allegorical  PASTORAL, 

In  which  he  regrets  his  abfence  from  Paris-, 
Imitated. 

7  H ILE  far  remote,  thy  fwain,  dear  Chloe  !  fighs, 
*  *     Depriv'd  the  vital  funinine  of  thine  eyes  ; 
Seven  fummer  heats  already  warm  the  plains ; 
In  {forms  and  fnow  the  fev  nth  bleak  winter  reigns : 
Yet  not  feven  years  revolving  fid  and  flow,  5 
Nor  fummer's  heats,  nor  winter's  florins  and  fnow, 
Can  to  my  foul  the  fmallert  eafe  procure 
Or  free  from  Love  and  Care  one  tedious  hour. 

Thee,  when  from  hcav'n  defcend  the  dews  of  morn. 
To  crop  the  verdant  mead  when  flocks  return  ;  10 

5  Tnee> 
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Thee,  when  the  fun  has  compais'd  half  his  way^ 
And  darts  around  unfufterable  day  ; 
Thee,  when  the  ev'ning,  o'er  the  world  difplay'd, 
From  riling  hills  projects  a  length'ning  (hade ; 
Thee  dill  I  ring,  unweary'd  of  my  theme, 
Source  of  my  fong,  and  object  of  my  flame  ! 
Ev'n  night,  in  whofe  dark  bofom  nature  laid, 
Appears  one  blank,  one  undiftinguiuYd  fhade, 
Ev'n  night  in  vain,  with  all  her  horrors,  tries 
To  blot  thy  lovely  form  from  fancy's  eyes. 

When  fhort-liv'd  {lumbers,  long  invok'd,  defcend., 
To  footh  each  care,  arid  ev'ry  fenfe  fufpend,, 
Full  to  my  .fight  once  more  thy  charms  appear  5 
Once  more  my  ardent  vows  falute  thine  ear  ; 
Once  more  my  anxious  foul,  awake  to  blifs, 
Feels,  hears,  detains  thee  in  her  clofe  embrace : 
In  flutt'ring,  thrilling,  glowing  tranfport  toft, 
Till  fenfe  itfelf  in  keen  delight  is  lofL 

From  Deep  I  wake ;  but  oh !  how  chang'd  the  fcene ! 
The  charms  illufive,  and  the  pleafure  vain ! 
The  day  returns ;  but  ah  !  returning  day, 
When  ev'ry  grief  but  mine  admits  allay, 
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On  thefe  fad  eyes  its  glory  darts  in  vain ; 
Its  light  reftor'd,  reftores  my  foul  to  pain. 

The  houfe  I  fly,  impell'd  by  wild  defpair, 
As  if  my  griefs  could  only  find  me  there. 
Loft  to  the  world,  thro'  lonely  fields  I  rove ; 
Vain  wifh  1  to  fly  from  deftiny  and  love ! 

By  wayward  frenzy *s  reftlefs  impulfe  led, 

Through  devious  wilds,  with  heedlefs  courfe,  I  tread 

The  cave  remote,  the  dufky  wood  explore, 

Where  human  ftep  was  ne'er  impreft  before  : 

And,  with  the  native  accents  of  defpair, 

Fatigue  the  confcious  rocks,  and  defert  air. 

Kind  Echo,  faithful  to  my  plaints  alone, 

Sighs  all  my  flghs,  and  groans  to  ev'ry  groan. 

The  ftreams,  familiar  to  the  voice  of  woe, 

Each  mournful  found  remurmur  as  they  flow. 

Oft  on  fome  rock  diftradted  I  complain, 
Which  hangs  projected  o'er  the  ruffled  main : 
Oft  view  the  azure  furges  as  they  roll, 
And  to  deaf  ftorms  effufe  my  frantic  fouh 
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"  Attend  my  forrows,  O  caerulean  tide ! 

"  Ye  blue-ey'd  nymphs  that  thro'  the  billows  glide, 

ct  Oh  !  waft  me  gently  o'er  your  rough  domain ; 

"  Let  me  at  length  my  darling  coaft  attain : 

"  Or,  if  my  wiOaes  thus  too  much  implore, 

"  Shipwreck'd  and  gafping  let  me  reach  the  more.1 

<c  While  wam'd  along  the  floods  I  hold  my  way, 

u  To  ev'r'y  wind  and  ev'ry  wave  a  prey, 

"  Dear  hope  and  love  fhall  bear  my  ftruggling  frame, 

<c  And  unextinguifh'd  keep  the  vital  flame." 

Oft  to  the  haft'ning  zephyrs  have  I  faid  : 

"  You,  happy  gales!  fhall  fan  my  lovely  maid. 

<l  So  may  no  pointed  rocks  your  wings  deform  j 

"  So  may  your  fpeedy  journey  meet  no  ftorm. 

"  As  foft  you  wjiuper  round  my  heav'nly  fair, 

"  Play  on  her  breaft,  or  wanton  with  her  hair  ; 

"  Faithful  to  love,  the  tender  menage  bear, 

"  And  breathe  my  endlefs  forrows  in  her  ear." 

How  oft  rough  Eurus  have  I  afk'd  in  vain  \ 
As  with  fwift  wings  he  brufh'd  the  foamy  main : 
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<c  Bleft  wind !  who  late  my  diftant  charmer  view'd, 
**  Say,  has  her  foul  no  other  wim  purfu'd  ? 
<c  With  mutual  fire,  fay,  does  her  bofom  glow ; 
<{  Feels  me  my  wound,  and  pities  (he  my  Woe  ?" 

Heedless  of  all  my  tears,  and  all  I  fay, 
The  winds,  with  bluft'ring  fury,  wing  their  way. 
A  freezing  horror,  and  a  chilling  pain, 
Shoots  thro'  my  heart,  and  ftagnates  ev'ry  vein. 
No  rural  pleafures  yield  my  foul  relief ; 
No  melting  mepherd's  pipe  confoles  my  grief: 
The  choral  nymphs,  that  dancing  chear  the  plain, 
And  Fauns,  tho'  fweet  their  fong,  yet  ling  in  vain. 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  joy,  my  tortur'd  mind 
Can  only  room  for  love  and  anguifh  find : 
By  thefe  my  foul  and  all  its  wifhes  caught, 
Can  to  no  other  object  yield  a  thought. 

Lycisca,  fkilful  with  her  lyre  to  move 
Each  tender  wifh,  and  melt  the  foul  to  love : 
Mela  en  is  too,  with  ev'ry  fweetnefe  crown'd, 
By  nature  form'd  with  ev'ry  glance  to  wound  : 
With  emulation  both  my  love  purfue, 
And  both,  with  winning  arts,  my  paffion  woo. 

P  2 
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The  frefheft  bloom  of  youth  their  cheeks  difplay ;  95 
Their  eyes  are  arm'd  with  beauty's  keenefl:  ray ; 
Av'rice  itfelf  might  count  their  fleecy  (lore, 
(A  prize  beyond  its  wifli!)  and  pant  no  more. 

Me  oft  their  dow'rs  each  gen'rous  fire  has  told, 
An  hundred  playful  younglings  from  the  fold,  100 
Each  with  its  dam ;  their  mothers  promife  more, 
And  oft,  and  long,  with  fecret  gifts,  implore. 
Me  nor  an  hundred  playful  younglings  move, 
Each  with  its  dam ;  nor  wealth  can  bribe  my  love  ; 
Nor  all  the  griefs  th'  imploring  mothers  fhow;  105 
Nor  all  the  fecret  gifts  they  would  beftow ; 
Nor  all  the  tender  things  the  nymphs  can  fay ; 
Nor  all  the  foft  defires  the  nymphs  betray. 

As  winter  to  the  Jpring  in  beauty  yields, 
Languor  to  health,  and  rocks  to  verdant  fields ;  110 
As  the  fair  virgin's  cheek,  with  rofy  dye 
Bluming  delight,  with  lightning  arm'd  her  eye, 
Beyond  her  mother's  faded  form  appears, 
Mark'd  with  the  wrinkles  and  the  fnow  of  years ; 

As 
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As  beauteous  Tweed,  and  wealth-importing  Thames  115 
Flow  each  the  envy  of  their  country's  ftreams : 
So,  lovelier!  of  her  fex,  my  heav'nly  maid 
Appears,  and  all  their  fainter  glories  fade, 

Melaenis,  whom  love's  foft  inchantments  arm, 
Replete  with  charms,  and  confcious  of  each  charm,        1 20 
Oft  on  the  glafly  ftream,  with  raptur'd  eyes, 
Surveys  her  form  in  mimic  fweetnefs  rife  ; 
Oft,  as  the  waters  pleas'd  reflect  her  face, 
Adjufts  her  locks,  and  heightens  ev'ry  grace : 
Oft  thus  fhe  tries,  with  all  her  tuneful  art,  125 
To  reach  the  foft  accefles  of  my  heart. 
"  Unhappy  fwain,  whole  wifhes  fondly  ftray, 
"  To  flow-confuming  fruitlefs  fires  a  prey! 
"  Say,  will  thofe  fighs  and  tears  for  ever  flow 
"  In  hopelefs  torment,  and  determin'd  woe?  130 
<c  Our  fields,  by  nature's  bounty  bleft,  as  thine 
"  The  mellow  apple  yield,  and  purple  vine  ; 
u  Thofe  too  thou  lov'ft ;  their  free  enjoyment  fhare, 
m  Nor  plant  vain  tedious  hopes,  and  reap  defpair." 


Me 


no 
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Me  oft  Lycifca>  in  the  feftive  train, 
Views,  as  fne  lightly  bounds  along  the  plain  : ' 
Straight,  with  diflembled  fcorn,  away  frie  flies ; 
Yet  ftiil  on  me  obliquely  turns  her  eyes  : 
While,  to  the  mufic  of  her  trembling  firings, 
Amidft  the  dance  fweet  warbling,  thus  me  fings : 
"  No  tears  the  juft  revenge  of  heav'n  can  move ; 
c£  Heav'n's  juft  revenge  will  punifh  flighted  love. 
"  I've  feen  a  huntfman,  a&ive  as  the  morn, 
"  Salute  her  earlieft  blufh  with  founding  horn  ; 
41  Purfue  the  bounding  flag  with  op'ning  cries, 
"  And  flight  the  timid  hare,  his  eafy  prize  : 
<c  Then,  with  the  fetting  fun,  his  hounds  reftrain ; 
*{  Nor  bounding  ftag,  nor  timid  hare  obtain. 
u  I've  feen  the  fportfman  latent  nets  difplay, 
"  To  catch  the  feather' d  warblers  of  the  fpray ; 
"  Defpife  the  finch  that  flutter 'd  round  in  air, 
"  And  court  the  fweeter  linnet  to  his  fnare : 
"  Yet  weary,  cold,  fuccefslefs,  leave  the  plain ; 
u  Nor  painted  finch,  nor  fweeter  linnet,  gain. 
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"  iVe  feen  a  youth  the  polifh'd  pipe  admire, 

'*  And  fcorn  the  fimple  reed  the  fwains  infpire : 

"  The  fimple  reed  yet  chears  each  tuneful  fwain  ; 

"  While  ftill  unbleft  the  fcorner  pines  in  vain. 

<{  Thus  righteous  heav'n  chaftifes  wanton  pride, 

"  And  bids  intemp'rate  infolence  fubfide."  160 

Thus  breathe  the  am'rous  nymphs  their  fruitlefs  pain, 
In  ears  impervious  to  the  fofteft  ftrain. 
But  firft  with  trembling  lambs  the  wolf  fhall  graze  j 
Firft  hawks  with  linnets  join  in  fbcial  lays  ^ 
Firft  mall  the  tiger's  fanguine  thirft  expire,  165 
And  tim'rous  fawns  the  lion  fierce  admire  5 
Ere,  with  her  lute  Lycifca  taught  to  charm, 
This  deftin'd  heart  ere  foft  Mel  a  en  is  warm. 
Firft  fhall  the  finny  nation  leave  the  flood, 
Shadows  the  hills,  and  birds  the  vocal  wood  j  17© 
The  winds  fhall  ceafe  to  breathe,  the  ftreams  £0  flow  ^ 
Ere  my  delires  another  object  know. 
This  infant  bofom,  yet  in  love  untaught, 
From  Chloe  firft  the  pleafing  ardor  caught  1 

Chichi 
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Chloe  fhall  ftill  its  faithful  empire  claim, 
Its  firft  ambition,  and  its  lateft  aim ! 
Till  ev'ry  wifli  and  ev'ry  hope  be  o'er, 
And  life  and  love  infpire  my  frame  no  more. 


PHILANTHES: 


A 


MONODY, 

Infer  i bed  to  Mifs  D  y  H —  y  ; 

Occafioned  by  a  feries  of  interefting  events  which  happened 
at  Dumfries  on  Friday,  jfum  12,  1752,  particularly  that 
of  her  Father's  death. 


^uis  defderio  fit  pudory  aut  modus 
Tarn  chari  capitis  f  Praecipe  lugubres 
Cantus  Melpomene,  cui  liquidam  pater 
Vocem  cum  cithara  dedit. 


HORAT. 
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Argument. 

The  fubjeB  propofed.     Addrefs  to  Mifs  H  y.  Geiieraf 

re/Iexions  infpird  by   the  fubjeEl^    aitd  previous  to  it* 

The  fcene  opens  with  a  profpeEl  of  Mrs.  M  n's  funeral 

foleumity  :  and  changes  to  the  miiimely  fate  of  a  beautiful 

youth j  fan  to  Mr.  J  s  H  ll,  whofe  early  genius ,  quick 

progrefs  in  learning,  and  gentle  djfpofitionsy  infpired  his 
friends  with  the  highefl  expe&ations  of  his  riper  attainments* 

Tranftion  to  the  death  of  2)r.  J  s  H  y  Phyfcian  :  his 

character  as  fuch  :  the  general  for  row  occafoned  by  his  fate  z 
his  charaBer  as  a  frie7id>  as  particularly  qualified  to  footh 
difirefs  \  as  a  Gentleman  ;  as  a?t  hufband ;  as  a  father  ?  his 
lofs  confdered  in  all  thefe  relations,  particularly  as  fuftained 
by  Mifs  H~ — y  :  her  tender  care  of  him  during  his  ficknefs 
defcribed.  'The  piece  concludes  with  an  apotheofisy  in  imita- 
tion of  Virgil's  Da  pun  is. 

L 

A Swain7,  whofe  fbul  the  tuneful  nine  inflame^ 
As  to  his  weftern  goal  the  fun  declin'd, 
Sung  to  the  lirVning  fhades  no  common  theme  ; 
While  the  hoarfe  breathings  of  the  hollow  wind, 
And  deep  refounding  furge  in  concert  join'd.  5 
Deep  was  the  furge,  and  deep  the  plaintive  fong, 
While  all  the  folemn  fcene  in  mute  attention  hung, 

No^ 


Several  Occasions.  119 

Nor  thou,  fair  victim  of  fo  juft  a  woe  I 
Tho*  ftill  the  pangs  of  nature  fwell  thy  heart, 
Difdain  the  faithful  mufe,  whofe  numbers  flow  10 
Sacred,  alas  !  to  ly mpathetic  fmart: 
For  in  thy  griefs  the  mufes  claim  a  part ; 
'Tis  all  they  can,  in  focial  tears  to  mourn, 
And  deck  with  cyprefs  wreaths  thy  dear  paternal  urn. 

The  fwain  began,  while  confcious  echoes  round  1 5 

Protract  to  fadder  length  his  doleful  lay. 
Roll  on,  ye  ftreams,  in  cadence  more  profound  : 
Ye  humid  vapours,  veil  the  face  of  day  i 
O'er  all  the  mournful  plain 

Let  night  and  forrow  reign  :  20 
For  *  Pan  indignant  from  his  fields  retires, 

Once  haunts  of  gay  delight ; 

Now  every  fenfe  they  fright, 
Refound  with  fhrieks  of  woe,  and  blaze  with  fun  ral  fires. 

What  tho'  the  radiant  fun  and  clement  fky  25 
Alternate  warmth  and  fhow'rs  difpenfe  below ;  - 

*  God  of  Arcadia,  who  peculiarly  prefides  over  rural  life. 

Q.  2  Tho* 
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Tho'  fpring  prefages  to  the  careful  eye, 

That  autumn  copious  with  her  fruits  {hall  glow  ? 

For  us  in  vain  her  choicer!:  blefllngs  flow : 

To  eafe  the  bleeding  heart,  alas !  in  vain  30 
Rich  fwells  the  purple  grape,  or  waves  the  golden  grain. 

What  fummer-breeze,  on  fwifteft  pinions  borne, 
From  fate's  relentlefs  hand  its  prey  can  fave  ? 
What  fun  in  death's  dark  regions  wake  the  mor^ 
Or  warm  the  cold  recefles  of  the  grave  r  3:5 
Ah  wretched  man !  whofe  breaft  fcarce  learns  to  heave 
With  kindling  life ;  when,  ere  thy  bud  is  blown, 
Eternal  winter  breathes,  and  all  its  fweets  are  gone. 

Thou  all-enhVning  flame,  intenfely  bright ! 
Whofe  facred  beams  illume  each  wand'ring  fphere,  40 
That  thro'  high  heav'n  reflects  thy  trembling  light, 
Conducting  round  this  globe  the  varied  year ; 

As  thou  purfu'fl:  thy  way, 

Let  this  revolving  day, 
Deep-ting'd  with  conscious  gloom,  roll  flow  along :  45. 

In  fable  pomp  array 'd, 

Let  night  diffufe  her  fhade, 

Nor  fport  the  chearlefs  hind,  nor  chant  the  vocal  throng. 

III.  Scarce^ 
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in. 

Scarce,  from  the  ardor  of  the  mid-day  gleam. 
Had  languid  nature  in  the  cool  re/pir'd ;  50 
Scarce,  by  the  margin  of  the  filver  ftream, 
Faint  fung  the  birds  in  verdant  fhades  retir'd  j 
Scarce,  o'er  the  thirfty  field  with  fun-mine  fir'd, 
Had  ev'ning  gales  the  lportive  wing  efTay'd, 
When  founds  of  hopelefs  woe  the  filent  fcene  invade.  55 

SophroniAj  long  for  ev'ry  virtue  dear 

That  grac'd  the  wife,  the  mother,  or  the  friend, 

Depriv'd  of  life,  now  prefs'd  the  mournful  bier, 

In  fad  proceflion  to  the  tomb  fuftain'd. 

Ah  me !  in  vain  to  heav'n  and  earth  complainrd  60 

With  tender  cries  her  numerous  orphan  train  ; 

The  tears  of  wedded  love  profufe  were  fhed  in  vain. 

For  her,  was  grief  on  ev'ry  face  imprefsTd  ; 

For  her,  each  bofom  heav'd  with  tender  fighs : 

An  hufband  late  with  all  her  virtues  blefs'd,,  65 

And  weeping  race  in  fad  ideas  rife : 

For  her  deprefs'd  and  pale5 

Your  charms,  ye  Graces,  veil, 

3  Whom 
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Whom  to  adorn  was  once  your  chief  delight : 

Ye  virtues  all  deplore  70 
Your  image,  now  no  more, 

And  *  Hymen  quench  thy  torch  in  tears  and  endlefs  night. 

IV. 

Nor  yet  thefe  difmal  prolpedrs  difappear, 
When  o'er  the  weeping  plain  new  horrors  rife, 
And  louder  accents  pierce  each  frighted  ear,  75. 
Accents  of  grief  imbitter'd  by  furprize  ! 
Frantic  with  woe,  at  once  the  tumult  flies, 
To  fnatch  Adonis  wafh'd  along  the  ftream," 
And  all  th'  extended  bank  re-echoes  to  his  name. 

Rang'd  on  the  brink  the  weeping  matrons  (land,  80 

The  lovely  wreck  of  fortune  to  furvey, 

While  o'er  the  flood  he  wav'd  his  beauteous  hand, 

Or  in  convulflve  anguifh  ftruggling  lay. 

By  flow  degrees  they  view'd  his  force  decay, 

In  fruitlefs  efforts  to  regain  the  fhore  :  8  5 

They  view'd  and  mourn'd  his  fate  :  O  heaven  !  they  could 
no  more. 

*  God  of  marriage. 

Ye 
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Ye  *  Naiads,  guardians  of  the  fatal  flood, 

Was  beauty,  fweetnefs,  youth,  no  more  your  care  ? 

For  beauty,  fweetnefs,  youth,  your  pity  woo'd, 

Pow'rful  to  charm,  if  fate  could  learn  to  fpare.  90 

Stretch'd  on  cold  earth  he  lies  j 

While,  in  his  clofing  eyes, 
No  more  the  heav'n-illumin'd  luflre  mines  % 

His  cheek,  once  nature's  pride, 

With  blooming  rofes  dy'd,  95 
To  unrelenting  fate  its  op'ning  bluih  refigns. 

V. 

Dear  haplefs  youth  !  what  felt  thy  mother's  heart,. 

When  in  her  view  thy  lifelefs  form  was  laid  ? 

Such  anguifh  when  the  foul  and  body  part, 

Such  agonizing  pangs  the  frame  invade.  too 

Was  there  no  hand,  fhe  cry'd,  my  child  to  aid  ? 
Could  heav'n  and  earth  unmov'd  his  fall  furvey, 
Nor  from  th'  initiate  waves  redeem  their,  lovely  prey  ? 

*  River  gpddefles,. 

Did 
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Did  I  for  this  my  tend'reft  cares  employ, 

To  nourifh  and  improve  thy  early  bloom  ?  105 

Are  all  my  rifing  hopes,  my  promis'd  joy, 

Extinct  in  death's  inexorable  gloom  ? 

No  more  mall  life  thofe  faded  charms  relume, 

Dear  rip'ning  fweetnefs  L  funk  no  more  to  rife ! 

Thee  nature  mounts,  like  me,  with  fond  maternal  eyes,  no 

Fortune  and  life,  your  gifts  how  infecure ! 

How  fair  you  promife !  but  how  ill  perform ! 

Like  tender  fruit,  they  perifh  premature, 

Scorch' d  by  the  beam,  or  whelm'd  beneath  the  ftorm. 

For  thee  a  fate  more  kind,  115 

Thy  mother's  hopes  affign'd, 
Than  thus  to  fink  in  early  youth  deplor'd  ; 

But  late  thou  fled'ft  my  fight, 

Thy  parent's  dear  delight ! 
And  art  thou  to  my  arms,  ah  !  art  thou  thus  reftor'd  ?  120 

Severe  thefe  ills ;  yet  heavier  fiill  impend, 
That  wound  with  livelier  grief  the  fmarting  foul : 
As,  ere  the  long-collecled  ftorm  defcend, 
Red  lightnings  flam,  and  thunder  fhakes  the  pole  ; 

Porten- 
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Portentous,  folemn,  loud  its  murmurs  roll : 

While  from  the  fubjecl:  field  the  trembling  hind 
Views  inftant  ruin  threat  the  labours  of  mankind. 

For  fcarce  the  bitter  figh  and  deep'ning  groan 
In  fainter  cadence  died  away  in  air, 

When,  lo  !  by  fate  a  deadlier  fhaft  was  thrown,  1 30 

Which  open'd  ev'ry  fource  of  deep  defpair : 

As  yet  our  fouls  thofe  recent  forrows  fhare, 
Swift  from  th'  adjacent  field  Menalcas  Hies, 
While  grief  impels  his  fleps,  and  tears  bedew  his  eyes. 

Weep  on,  he  cry'd,  let  tears  no  meafure  know,  135 
Hence  from  thofe  fields  let  pleafure  wing  her  way : 
Ye  Iliad  es,  be  h allow' d  from  this  hour  to  woe  : 
No  more  with  fummer's  pride,  ye  meads  be  gay. 

Ah  !  why,  with  fweetnefs  crown'd, 

Should  fummer  fmile  around  ?  140 
Philanthes  now  is  number'd  with  the  dead : 

Young  health,  all  drown'd  in  tears, 

A  livid  palenefs  wears  ; 
Dim  are  her  radiant  eyes,  and  all  her  rofes  fade. 

R  VII.  Him 
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VII. 

Him  bright  *  Hygeia,  in  life's  early  dawn,  145 
Thro'  nature's  fav'rite  walks  with  tranfport  led, 
Thro'  woods  umbrageous,  or  the  op'ning  lawn, 
Or  where  frefh  fountains  lave  the  flow'ry  mead  ; 
There  hammer's  treafures  to  his  view  difplay'd, 

What  herbs  and  flow'rs  falubrious  juice  beftow,  15  c* 

Along  the  lowly  vale,  or  mountain's  arduous  brow. 

The  paralytic  nerve  his  art  confefs'd, 
Quick-panting  afthma,  and  confumption  pale  1 
Corrodve  pain  he  foften'd  into  refty 

And  bade  the  fever's  rage  no  more  prevail.  1 55 

Unhappy  art !  decreed  at  laft  to  fail, 

"Why  linger'd  then  thy  falutary  pow'r,. 

Nor  from  a  life  fo  dear  repell'd  the  deltin'd  hour  f 

Your  griefs,  O  love  and  friendship,  how  fever e  ! 

When  high  toheav'n  his  foul  purfu'd  her  flight ;  160 

Your  moving  plaint3  flafl  vibrate  on  my  ear, 

Still  the  fad  vifion  fwims  before  my  fight.. 

*  Daughter  of  JEsculapius,  and  goddefs  of  health. 

O'er 
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O'er  all  the  mournful  fcene, 

Inconfolable  pain, 
In  ev'ry  various  form,  appear'd  exprefs'd :  165 

The  tear-diftilling  eye, 

The  long,  deep,  broken  Ugh, 
Diflblv'd  each  tender  foul,  and  heav'd  in  ev'ry  breaft\ 

VIII. 

Such  were  their  woes,  and  oh !  how  juft,  how  due ! 

What  tears  could  equal  fuch  immenfe  diftrefs  ?  170 

Time,  cure  of  lighter  ills,  muft  ours  renew,  - 

And  years  the  fenfe  of  what  we  lofe  increafe. 

From  whom  mail  now  the  wretched  hope  redrefs  ? 

Religion  where  a  nobler  mbjecl:  find, 

So  favour'd  of  the  ikies,  fo  dear  to  human  kind  ?  175 

Fair  friendfhip,  fmiling  on  his  natal  hour, 

The  babe  feledled  in  her  facred  train  ; 

She  bade  him  round  diffufive  blellings  (how'r, 

And  in  his  bofom  fix'd  her  fav'rite  fane, 

In  glory  thence  how  long,  yet  how  ferene,  180 

Her  vital  influence  fpreads  its  chearing  rays ! 

Worth  felt  the  genial  beam,  and  ripen'd  in  the  blaze. 

R  2  As 
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As  lucid  ftreams  refrefh  the  fmiling  plain, 

Op'ning  the  flow'rs  that  on  their  borders  grow ; 

As  grateful  to  the  herb,  defcending  rain,  i8f 

That  fhrunk  and  wither'd  in  the  folar  glow  : 

So,  when  his  voice  was  heard, 

Afflidion  difappear'd  ; 
Pleafure  with  ravifh'd  ears  imbib'd  the  found ; 

Grief  with  its  fweetnefs  footh'dr  igo 

Each  cloudy  feature  fmooth'd, 
And  ever-waking  care  forgot  th'  eternal  wound. 

IX, 

Such  elegance  of  tafte,  fuch  graceful  eafe, 
Infus'd  by  heav  n,  thro'  all  his  manners  (hone  ; 
In  him  it  feem'd  to  join  whatever  could  pleafe,  195 
And  plan  the  full  perfection  from  its  own  : 
He  other  fields  and  other  fwains  had  known, 
Gentle  as  thofe  of  old  by  *  Phoebus  taught, 

When  polifh'd  with  his  lute,  like  him,  they  fpoke  and 

thought. 

*  He  was  faid  to  polifh  the  fwains,  when,  in  revenge  for  forging  the  bolt 
which  killed  his  fon,  he  flew  the  Cyclops,,  and  was  doom'd  to  keep  the  flocks 

of  Admetus. 

Thus 
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Thus  formed  alike  to  blefs,  and  to  be  blefs'd,  200 

Such  heav'nly  graces  kindred  graces  found ; 

Her  gentle  turn  the  fame,  the  fame  her  tafte, 

With  equal  worth,  and  equal  candour  crown'd  : 

Long  may  fhe  fearch  creation's  ample  round, 

The  joys  of  fuch  a  friend  fhip  to  explore  ;  205 
But,  once  in  him  expir'd,  to  joy  fhe  lives  no  more* 

As  nature  to  her  works  fupremely  kind, 

His  tender  foul  with  all  the  parent  glow'd  ; 

On  all  his  race,  his  goodnefs  unccnfin'd, 

One  full  exhauftlefs  ftream  of  fondnefs  flow'd  ;  210 

Pleas'd  as  each  genius  rofe 

New  profpecls  to  difclofe, 
To  form  the  mind,  and  raife  its  gen'rous  aim  ; 

His  thoughts,  with  virtue  warm'd, 

At  once  infpir'd  and  charm'd  ;  215 
His  looks,  his  words,  his  fmiles  transfus'd  the  facred  flame, 

' -'''W  ■ 
Say  ye,  whofe  minds  for  long  revolving  years 
The  joys  of  fweet  fociety  have  known, 
Whofe  mutual  fondnefs  ev'ry  hour  endears, 

5  Wlwk 
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Whofe  pains,  whofe  pleafures,  and  whofe  fouls,  are  one  ;  220 

O  !  fay,  for  you  can  judge,  and  you  alone, 

What  anguifh  pierc'd  his  widow'd  confort's  heart, 
When  from  her  dearer  felf  for  ever  doom'd  to  part* 

His  children  to  the  fcene  of  death  repair, 
While  more  than  filial  forrow  bathes  their  eyes ;  225 
His  fmiles  indulgent,  his  paternal  care, 
In  fadly-pleafing  recolle&ion  rife  : 
But  young  Dorinda,  with  diftinguilli'd  fighs, 
Effufing  all  her  foul  in  foft  regret, 

Seems,  while  fhe  mourns  his  lofs,  to  fhare  a  father's  fate.  230 

Whether  the  day  its  wonted  courfe  renew'd, 
Or  midnight  vigils  wrapt  the  world  in  fhade, 
Her  tender  tafk  afliduous  me  purfu'd, 
To  footh  his  anguifh,  or  his  wants  to  aid  ; 

To  foften  ev 'ry  pain,  225 

The  meaning  look  explain, 
And  fcan  the  forming  wim  ere  yet  exprefs'd  : 

The  dying  father  fmil'd 

With  fondnefs  on  his  child, 

And,  when  his  tongue  was  mute,  his  eyes  her  goodnefs  blefs'd. 

240 
At 


3 
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XL 

At  length,  fair  mourner !  ceafe  thy  riling  woe : 
Its  objecl:  ftill  furviving  feeks  the  fkies, 
Where  brighter  funs  in  happier  climates  glow, 
And  ampler  fcenes  with  height 'ning  charms  furprne  r 
There  perfedt  life  thy  much  lov'd  fire  enjoys,  245 
The  life  of  gods,  exempt  from  grief  and  pain, 
Where  in  immortal  breads  immortal  tranfports  reign. 

Ye  mourning  fwains,  your  loud  complaints  forbear ; 

Still  he,  the  Genius  of  our  green  retreat,, 

Shall  with  benignant  care  our  labours  chear,  250 

And  bani£h  far  each  mock  of  adverfe  fate  ; 

Mild  funs  and  gentle  £howr's  on  fpring  mall  wait,. 
His  hand  with  ev'ry  fruit  mall  autumn  flore : 
In  heav  n  your  patron  reigns,  ye  mepherds,  weep  no  more. 

Henceforth  his  pow'r  mail  with  your  *  Lares  join,  255 
To  bid  your  cots  with  peace  and  pleafure  fmile ; 
To  bid  difeafe  and  languor  ceafe  to  pine, 
And  fair  abundance  crown  each  rural  toil : 
While  birds  their  lays  re  fume, 

And  fpring  her  annual  bloomy  260 


*  Domeftic  gods. 


Let 
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Let  verdant  wreaths  his  facred  tomb  adorn  ; 

To  him,  each  riling  day 

Devout  libations  pay : 
In  heav'n  your  patron  reigns,  no  more,  ye  fhepherds,  mourn. 


The  WISH: 
An  ELEGY. 
To  URANIA 

Felices  ter^  et  amplius, 

^uos  irrupta  tenet  copula^  nec  malts 
Divuljus  querimoniis . 

Suprema  citius  folvet  amor  die,  Hor* 

E  T  others  travel,  with  inceffant  pain, 
The  wealth  of  earth  and  ocean  to  fecure ; 
Then,  with  fond  hopes,  carefs  the  precious  bane ; 
In  grandeur  abject,  and  in  affluence  poor. 


But 
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But  foon,  too  foon,  in  fancy's  timid  eyes, 

Wild  waves  fhall  roll,  and  conflagrations  fpread  ; 

While  bright  in  arms,  and  of  gigantic  fize, 

The  fear- form'd  robber  haunts  the  thorny  bed. 

Let  me,  in  dreadlefs  poverty  retired, 
The  real  joys  of  life,  unenvied,  fliare : 

Favour'd  by  love,  and  by  the  mufe  infpir'd, 
I'll  yield  to  wealth  its  jealoufy  and  care. 

On  riling  ground,  the  profped  to  command, 

Unting'd  with  fmoak,  where  vernal  breezes  blow, 

In  rural  neatnefs  let  my  cottage  ftand  ; 
Here  wave  a  wood,  and  there  a  river  flow. 

Oft  from  the  neighb'ring  hills  and  paftures  round, 
Let  fheep  with  tender  bleat  falute  my  ear  ; 

Nor  fox  infidious  haunt  the  guiltlefs  ground, 
Nor  man  purfue  the  trade  of  murder  near  : 

Far  hence,  kind  heav'n !  expel  the  favage  train, 
Inur'd  to  blood,  and  eager  to  deftroy  ; 

Who  pointed  fteel  with  recent  flaughter  {tain, 
And  place  in  groans  and  death  their  cruel  joy. 
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Ye  pow'rs  of  focial  life  and  tender  fong ! 

To  you  devoted  fhall  my  fields  remain  ; 
Here  undifturb'd  the  peaceful  day  prolong, 

Nor  own  a  fmart  but  love's  delightful  pain. 

For  you,  my  trees  fhall  wave  their  leafy  made ; 

For  you,  my  gardens  tinge  the  lenient  air  j 
For  you,  be  autumn's  blufhing  gifts  difplay'd, 

And  all  that  nature  yields  of  fweet  or  fair* 

But,  O  !  if  plaints,  which  love  and  grief  infpire,. 

In  heav'nly  breads  could  e'er  compallion  find, 
Grant  me,  ah !  grant  my  heart's  fupreme  defire, 

And  teach  my  dear  Urania  to  be  kind. 

For  her,  black  fadnefs  clouds  my  brighter!:  day; 

For  her,  in  tears  the  midnight  vigils  roll ; 
For  her,  cold  horrors  melt  my  pow'rs  away, 

And  chill  the  Kving  vigour  of  my  foul. 

Beneath  her  fcorn  each  youthful  ardor  dies, 
Its  joys,  its  wifhes,  and  its  hopes,  expire  ^ 

In  vain  the  fields  of  fcience  tempt  my  eyes ; 
In  vain  for  me  the  mufes  ftring  the  lyre* 
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O !  let  her  oft  my  humble  dwelling  grace, 
Humble  no  more,  if  there  me  deign  to  mine ; 

For  heav'n,  unlimited  by  time  or  place, 

Still  waits  on  god-like  worth  and  charms  divine. 

Amid  the  cooling  fragrance  of  the  morn, 

How  fweet  with  her  through  lonely  fields  to  (tray 

Her  charms  the  lovelieft  landfkip  (hall  adorn, 
And  add  new  glories  to  the  rifing  day. 

With  her,  all  nature  mines  in  heighten'd  bloom ; 

The  filver  ftream  in  fweeter  mufic  flows  ; 
Odours  more  rich  the  fanning  gales  perfume  ; 

And  deeper  tinctures  paint  the  fpreading  rofe. 

With  her,  the  fhades  of  night  their  horrors  lofe, 
Its  deepeft  filence  charms  if  Ihe  be  by ; 

Her  voice  the  mufic  of  the  dawn  renews, 
Its  lambent  radiance  fparkles  in  her  eye. 

How  fweet,  with  her,  in  wifdom's  calm  recefs, 
To  brighten  foft  defire  with  wit  refin'd ! 

Kind  nature's  laws  with  facred  Ashley  trace, 
And  view  the  faireft  features  of  the  mind ! 
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Or  borne  on  Milton's  flight,  as  heav'n  fublime, 
View  its  full  blaze  in  open  proipedfc  glow  j 

Blefs  the  firft  pair  in  Ederis  happy  clime, 
Or  drop  the  human  tear  for  eridlefs  woe. 

And  when,  in  virtue  and  in  peace  grown  old, 
No  arts  the  languid  lamp  of  life  reftore ; 

Her  let  me  grafp  with  hands  convuls'd  and  cold, 
Till  ev'ry  nerve  relax'd  can  hold  no  more  r 

Long,  long  on  her  my  dying  eyes  fufpend, 
Till  the  laft  beam  mall  vibrate  on  my  fight ; 

Then  foar  where  only  greater  joys  attend, 
And  bear  her  image  to  eternal  light. 

Fond  man,  ah !  whither  would  thy  fancy  rove  ? 

'Tis  thine  to  languim  in  unpitied  fmart ; 
'Tis  thine,  alas !  eternal  fcorn  to  prove, 

Nor  feel  one  gleam  of  comfort  warm  thy  heart* 

But,  if  my  fair  this  cruel  law  impofe, 
Pleas'd,  to  her  will  I  all  my  foul  relign ; 

To  walk  beneath  the  burden  of  my  woes, 
Or  fink  in  death,  nor  at  my  fate  repine.. 
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Yet  when,  with  woes  unmingled  and  lincere,  85 
To  earth's  cold  womb  in  fllence  I  defcend ; 

Let  her,  to  grace  my  obfequies,  appear, 

And  with  the  weeping  throng  her  forrows  blend. 

Ah !  no ;  be  all  her  hours  with  pleafure  crown'd, 

And  all  her  foul  from  ev'ry  anguifh  free :  90 

Should  my  fad  fate  that  gentle  bofom  wound, 
The  joys  of  heav'n  would  be  no  joys  to  me. 


On  the  Death  of  Mr.  P  0  P  E : 
An  ELEGY 

Poets  themf elves  mufl  fall,  like  thofe  they  fung  ; 
Deaf  the  praisd  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneftd  tongue  : 
Evn  he,  whofe  foul  now  melts  in  mournful  lays, 
Shall  fhortly  want  the  genrous  tear  he  pays. 

Pope's  Unfortunate  Lady, 

*W  T  ^  ^  k  E  yet  I  fcarce  awake  from  dumb  furprize, 

*  *     And  tepid  ftreams  profufely  bathe  my  eyes  j 
While  foul-dhToiving  lighs  my  bofom  ftrain, 
And  all  my  being  finks  opprefs'd  with  pain 

Deign 
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Deign  you,  whofe  fouls,  like  mine,  are  form'd  to  know  5 
The  nice  poetic  fenfe  of  blifs  and  woe  ; 
To  thefe  fad  accents  deign  a  pitying  ear : 
Strong  be  our  forrow,  as  the  caufe  fevere. 

O  Pope,  what  tears  thy  obfequies  attend  ! 
Britain  a  bard  deplores,  mankind  a  friend  :  10 
For  thee,  their  darling,  weep  th'  Aonian  choir, 
Mute  the  foft  voice,  unftrung  the  tuneful  lyre  : 
For  thee,  the  virtuous  and  the  fage  mall  mourn, 
And  virgin  forrows  bathe  thy  facred  urn : 
One  veil  of  grief  o'er  heav'n  and  earth  be  thrown,  1 5 

And  vice  and  envy  flaunt  in  fmiles  alone. 
Erewhile  deprefs'd  in  abjecT:  duft  they  lay, 
Nor  with  their  hideous  forms  affronted  day  ; 
While  thy  great  genius,  in  their  tortur'd  fight, 
Plac'd  truth  and  virtue  cloath'd  with  heav'nly  light:  20 
Now  pleas'd,  to  open  funfhine  they  return, 
And  o'er  the  fate  exult  which  others  mourn. 

Ah  me !  far  other  thoughts  my  foul  inlpire ; 
Far  other  accents  breathes  the  plaintive  lyre : 
Thee,  tho'  the  mufes  blefs'd  with  all  their  art,  25 
And  pour'd  their  facred  raptures  on  thy  heart ; 

Tho1 
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Tho  thy  lov'd  virtue,  with  a  mother's  pain, 

Deplores  thy  fate,  alas !  deplores  in  vain : 

Silent  and  pale  thy  tuneful  frame  remains ; 

Death  feals  thy  fight,  and  freezes  in  thy  veins :  30 

<c  Cold  is  that  breaft,  which  warm'd  the  world  before, 

"  And  that  heav'n-prompted  tongue  fhall  charm  no  more/' 

Whom  next  mail  heav'n  to  mare  thy  honours  chufe ; 
Whom  confecrate  to  virtue  and  the  mufe  ? 
The  mufe,  by  fate's  eternal  plan  defign'd  3  5 

To  light,  exalt,  and  humanize  the  mind  -y 
To  bid  kind  pity  melt,  juft  anger  glow ; 
To  kindle  joy,  or  prompt  the  fighs  of  woe ; 
To  make  with  horror,  rack  with  tender  fmart, 
And  touch  the  fineft  lprings  that  move  the  heart.  40 

*  Curst  he !  who,  without  extafy  fincere, 
The  poet's  foul  eifus'd  in  fong  can  hear ; 
His  aid  in  vain  fhall  indigence  require ; 
Unmov'd  he  views  his  dearefl:  friends  expire : 

*  What  we  call  poetical  genius,  depends  entirely  on  the  quicknefs  of  mora! 
Feeling :  he,  therefore,  who  cannot  feel  poetry,  muft  either  have  his  affections 
and  internal  fenfes  depraved  by  vice,  or  be  naturally  infenfible  of  the  pleafures 
refulting  from  the  exercife  of  them.  But  this  natural  infenfibility  is  almoffc 
never  fb  great  in  any  heart,  as  entirely  to  hinder  the  impreffion  of  well -painted 
paflion,  01  natural  images  connected  with  it. 

Nature 
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Nature  and  nature's  God  that  wretch  deteft  ; 
Unfought  his  friendmip,  and  his  days  unblefl : 
Hell's  mazy  frauds  deep  in  his  bofom  roll, 
And  all  her  gloom  hangs  heavy  on  his  foul. 

As  when  the  fun  begins  his  eaftern  way, 
To  blefs  the  nations  with  returning  day, 
Crown'd  wiih  unfading  fplendor,  on  he  flies ; 
Reveals  the  world,  and  kindles  all  the  fides : 
The  proftrate  Eaft  the  radiant  God  adore ; 
So,  Pope,  we  view'd  thee,  but  muft  view  no  more. 
Thee  angels  late  beheld,  with  mute  furprize, 
Glow  with  their  themes,  and  to  their  accents  rife ; 
They  view'd  with  wonder  thy  unbounded  aim, 
To  trace  the  mazes  of  th'  eternal  fcheme : 
But  heav'n  thofe  fcenes  to  human  view  denies, 
Thofe  fcenes  impervious  to  celeftial  eyes : 
Whoe'er  attempts  the  path,  mall  lofe  his  way, 
And,  wrapt  in  night,  through  endlefs  error  ftray. 

In  thee  what  talent  fhall  we  moft  admire ; 
The  critic's  judgment,  or  the  poet's  fire  ? 
Alike,  in  both,  to  glory  is  thy  claim  ; 
Thine  Aristotle's  tafte,  and  Homer's  flame. 
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Arm'd  with  impartial  fa  tire,  when  thy  mufe 
Triumphant  vice  with  all  her  rage  purfues ; 
To  hell's  dread  gloom  the  monfter  fcours  away, 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  men,  and  fcenes  of  day : 
There,  curft  and  curling,  rack'd  with  raging  woe, 
Shakes  with  inceffant  howls  the  realms  below. 
But  foon,  too  foon,  the  fiend  to  light  mall  rife ; 
Her  fteps  the  earth  fcarce  bound,  her  head  the  fides 
Till  his  red  terrors  Jove  again  difplay, 
AfTert  his  laws,  and  vindicate  his  fway. 

When  Ovid's  fong  bewails  the  Lefiian  Fair, 
Her  flighted  paflion,  and  intenfe  defpair ; 
By  thee  improv'd,  in  each  foul-moving  line, 
Not  Ovid's  wit,  but  Sappho's  forrows  fhine. 
When  Eloisa  mourns  her  haplefs  fate. 
What  heart  can  ceafe  with  all  her  pangs  to  beat ! 

While  pointed  wit,  with  flowing  numbers  grac'c 
Excites  the  laugh,  ev'n  in  the  guilty  breaft ; 
The  gaudy  coxcomb,  and  the  fickle  fair, 
Shall  dread  the  fatire  of  thy  raviftfd  hair. 

T 
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Not  the  *  Sicilian  breath'd  a  fweeter  fong, 
While  Arethusa,  charm'd  and  lift'ning,  hung;, 
For  whom  each  mufe,  from  her  dear  feat  retir'd, 
His  flocks  protected,  and  himfelf  infpir'd  : 
Nor  he  +  who  fung,  while  forrow  fill'd  the  plain, 
How  Cytherea  mourn'd  Adonis  flain;. 
Nor  |  Tityrus,  who,  in  immortal  lays, 
Taught  Mantua  $  echoes  Galatea's  praife. 
No  more  let  Mantua  boaft  unrival'd  fame  ; 
Thy  Wind/or  now  mail  equal  honours  claim : 
Eternal  fragrance  mall  each  breeze  perfume,. 
And  in  each  grove  eternal  verdure  bloom. 

Ye  tuneful  fhepherds,  and  ye  beauteous  maids, 
From  fair  L,adona\  banks,  and  Windjbrs  fliades, 
Whofe  fouls  in  tranfport  melted  at  his  fong, 
Soft  as  his  flghs,  and  as  your  wimes  ftrong ; 
O  come !  your  copious  annual  tributes  bring, 
The  full  luxuriance  of  the  rifled  fpring ; 
Strip  various  nature  of  each  faireft  flow  r, 
And  on  his  tomb  the  gay  profuflon  fhow  r. 

*  Theocritus.       f  Bion,      %  Virgil* 
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Let  long-liv'd  pannes  here  their  fcents  beftow, 
The  violets  languifh,  and  the  rofes  glow ; 
In  yellow  glory  let  the  crocus  fhine, 

NarcifTus  here  his  love-fick  head  recline  ;  i  i<j 

Here  hyacinths  in  purple  fweetnefs  rife, 
And  tulips  ting'd  with  beauty's  faireft  dyes. 

Who  mall  fucceed  thy  worth,  O  darling  fwain ! 
Attempt  thy  reeds,  or  emulate  thy  {train  ? 
Each  painted  warbler  of  the  vocal  grove  115 
Laments  thy  fate,  unmindful  of  his  love : 
Thee,  thee  the  breezes,  thee  the  fountains  mourn, 
And  folemn  moans  refponfive  rocks  return ; 
Shepherds  and  flocks  protract  the  doleful  found, 
And  nought  is  heard  but  mingled  plaints  around.  1 29 

When  firft  Calliope  thy  fall  furvey'd, 
Immortal  tears  her  eyes  profufely  fhed  ; 
Her  pow'rlefs  hand  the  tuneful  harp  refign'd  ;  • 
The  confcious  harp  her  griefs,  low-murm'ring,  join'd  ; 
Her  voice  in  trembling  cadence  dy'd  away,  12^ 
And,  loft  in  anguifh,  all  the  goddefs  lay. 

T  2  Such 
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Such  pangs  fhe  felt,  when,  from  the  realms  of  light, 

The  fates,  in  Homer,  ravifh'd  her  delight: 

To  thee  her  facred  hand  confign'd  his  lyre, 

And  in  thy  bofom  kindled  all  his  fire  :  130 

Hence,  in  our  tongue,  his  glorious  labours  dreft, 

Breathe  all  the  god  that  warm'd  their  author's  bread. 

When  horrid  war  informs  the  facred  page, 
And  men  and  gods  with  mutual  wrath  engage, 
The  clafh  of  arms,  the  trumpet's  awful  found,  135 
And  groans  and  clamours  make  the  mountains  round  ; 
The  nations  rock,  earth's  folid  bafes  groan, 
And  quake  heav'n's  arches  to  th'  eternal  throne. 

When  Eolus  dilates  the  lawlefs  wind, 
O'er  nature's  face  to  revel  unconfin'd.  140 
Bend  heav'n's  blue  concave,  fweep  the  fruitful  plain, 
Tear  up  the  foreft,  and  inrage  the  main  ; 
In  horrid  native  pomp  the  temper! s  mine, 
Ferment,  and  roar,  and  aeftuate  in  each  line. 

When  Sisyphus,  with  many  a  weary  groan,,  145 
Rolls  up  the  hill  the  ftill-revolving  ftonej 

The 
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The  loaded  line,  like  it,  feems  to  recoil, 
Strains  his  bent  nerves,  and  heaves  with  his  full  toil 
But,  when  refulting  rapid  from  its  height, 
Precipitate  the  numbers  emulate  the  flight. 

As  when  creative  Energy,  employ'd, 
With  various  beings  filFd  the  boundlefs  void  ; 
With  deep  furvey  th'  omnifcient  Parent  view'd 
The  mighty  fabric,  and  confefs'd  it  good  ; 
He  view'd,  exulting  with  immenfe  delight, 
The  lovely  tranfcript,  as  th'  idea,  bright : 
So  fwell'd  the  *  bard  with  ecftafy  divine, 
When  full  and  fmifh'd  rofe  his  bright  defign ; 
So,  from  th'  Elyfian  bow'rs,  he  joy'd  to  fee 
All  his  immortal  felf  reviv'd  in  thee. 
While  fame  enjoys  thy  confecrated  fane, 
Firft  of  th'  infpir'd,  with  him  for  ever  reign  ; 
With  his,  each  diftant  age  fhall  rank  thy  name, 
And  ev'n  reluctant  envy  hifs  acclaim. 

But,  ah  !  blind  fate  will  no  diftindlion  know  \ 
Swift  down  the  torrent  all  alike  mufl  flow : 

*  Homer. 
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Wit,  virtue,  learning,  are  alike  its  prey ; 
All,  all  muft  tread  th'  irremeable  way. 

No  more  fond  whiles  in  my  breaft  mail  roll, 
Diftend  my  heart,  and  kindle  all  my  foul, 
To  breathe  my  honeft  raptures  in  thy  ear, 
And  feel  thy  kindnefs  in  returns  fincere ; 
Thy  art,  I  hop'd,  mould  teach  the  mufe  to  ling, 
Direct  her  flight,  and  prune  her  infant  wing ; 
Now,  mufe,  be  dumb ;  or  let  thy  fong  deplore 
Thy  pleafures  blafted,  and  thy  hopes  no  more. 

Tremendous  pow'rs !  who  rule  th'  eternal  flate, 
Whofe  voice  is  thunder,  and  whofe  nod  is  fate  ; 
Did  I  for  empire,  fecond  to  your  own, 
Cling  round  the  fhrine,  and  importune  the  throne  ? 
Pray'd  I,  that  fame  fhould  bear  my  name  on  high, 
Through  nation'd  earth,  or  all~involving  fky  ? 
Woo'd  I  for  me  the  fun  to  toil  and  fhine, 
The  gem  to  brighten,  or  mature  the  mine  ? 
Tho'  deep  involv'd  in  adamantine  night, 
Afk'd  I  again  to  view  heav'n's  chearful  light  ? 
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Pope's  love  I  fought;  that  only  boon  deny'd, 
O  life !  what  pleafure  canft  thou  boaft  befide, 
Worth  my  regard,  or  equal  to  my  pride  f 

Thus  mourns  a  tim'rous  mufe,  unknown  to  famey  190 
Thus  fheds  her  fweeteft  incenfe  on  thy  name ; 
Whilft  on  her  lips  imperfect  accents  die, 
Tear  following  tear,  and  Ugh  fucceeding  figh : 
She  mourns,  nor  fhe  alone,  with  fond  regret, 
A  world,  a  feeling  world,  muft  weep  thy  fate.  1 9  5 

Where  polifh'd  arts  and  facred  fcience  reign,. 
Where-e'er  the  Nine  their  tuneful  prefence  deign  ; 
There  mall  thy  glory,  with  unclouded  blaze, 
Command  immortal  monuments  of  praife : 
From  clime  to  clime  the  circling  fun  mall  view  200 
Its  rival  fplendor  ftill  his  own  purfue. 
While  the  fwift  torrent  from  its  fource  defcends ; 
While  round  this  globe  heav'n's  ample  concave  bends 
Whilft  all  its  living  lamps  their  courfe  maintain,. 
And  lead  the  beauteous  year's  revolving  train  ;  20  5 

So  long  fhaM  men  thy  heav'nly  fong  admire, 
And  nature's  charms  and  thine  at  once  expire.. 


A 
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E      L     E     G  Y: 

To  the  MEMORY  of 

CONSTANT  I  A. 

His  faltem  accumulem  dom's,  et  fungar  inani 
JMunere.   Virg. 

Y  the  pale  glimmer  of  the  confcious  moon, 
When  {lumber,  on  the  humid  eyes  of  woe, 
Sheds  its  kind  lenitive ;  what  mournful  voice 
So  fadly  fweet,  on  my  attentive  ear, 

Its  moving  plaint  efTufes :  like  the  fong  5 

Of  Philomel,  when  thro'  the  vocal  air, 

Impell'd  by  deep  inconfolable  grief, 

She  breathes  her  foft,  her  melancholy  ftrain  ; 

And  nature  with  religious  Ulence  hears  ? 

'Tis  fhe  ;  my  wand'ring  fenfes  recognize  10 

The  well-known  charm,  and  all  my  lifYning  foul 

Is  expectation.    Oh !  'tis  that  dear  voice, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  gentle  accents  charm'd  my  happier  days ; 

Ere  fharp  affliction's  iron  hand  had  prelt 

Her  vernal  youth,  and  funk  her  with  the  blow. 

Tell  me,  thou  heav'nly  excellence !  whole  form 

Still  riles  to  my  view,  whofe  melting  long 

For  ever  echoes  on  my  trembling  ear, 

Delightful  ev'n  in  nailery ;  O  fay ! 

What  bright  diftinguilh'd  manfion  in  the  fky 

Receives  thy  fufFring  virtue  from  the  ftorm, 

That  on  thy  tender  bloflbm  pour'd  its  rage  ? 

Early,  alas !  too  early  didft  thou  feel 

Its  molt,  tempeftuous  fury.    From  the  calm, 

The  foft  ferenity  of  life  how  led 

An  unfulpe&ing  victim !  Ev'ry  blaft 

Pierc'd  to  thy  inmoft  foul,  amid  the  wafte 

Of  cruel  fortune  left  to  feek  thy  way 

Unlhelter'd  and  alone  ;  while  to  thy  groans 

No  gen'rous  ear  reclin'd,  no  friendly  roof, 

With  hofpitable  umbrage,  entertain'd 

Thy  drooping  fweetnefs,  uninur'd  to  pain. 

That  lib'ral  hand,  which,  to  the  tortur'd  fenfe 

Of  anguifh,  comfort's  healing  balm  apply'd, 

U 
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To  heav'n  and  earth  extended,  vainly  now 
Implores  the  confblation  once  it  gave, 
Nor  fuppliant  meets  redrefs.    That  eye  benign, 
The  feat  of  mercy,  which  to  each  diftreis, 
Ev'n  by  thy  foe  fuft.ain'd,  the  gentle  tear, 
A  willing  tribute,  paid,  now  fruitlefs  weeps* 
Nor  gains  that  pity  it  fo  oft  beftow'd.. 

Thou  lovelieft  facrifice  that  ever  fell 
To  perfidy  and  unrelenting  hate ! 
How  in  the  hour  of  confidence  and  hope, 
When  love  and  expectation  to  thy  heart 
Spoke  peace,  and  plac*d  felieity  in  view  ; 
How  fled  the  bright  illufion,  and  at  once 
Forfook  thee  plung'd  in  exquifite  defpair ! 
Thy  friends  ;  the  infects  of  a  fummer-gale 
That  fport  and  flutter  in  the  mid-day  beam 
Of  gay  profperity,  or  from  the  flow'rs, 
That  in  her  funfhirie  bloom,  with  ardor  fuck 
Sweetnefs  unearn'd  ;  thy  temporary  friends, 
Or  blind  with  headlong  fury,  or  abus'd 
By  ev'ry  grofs  impofture,  cr  fu^ine3 
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Lull'd  by  the  fongs  of  eafe  and  pleafure,  faw 
Thy  bitter  deftiny  with  cool  regard. 
Thy  wrongs  ev'n  nature's  voice  proclaimed  in  vain; 
Deaf  to  her  tender  importuning  call, 

And  all  the  father  in  his  foul  extinct,  60 

Thy  parent  fat;  while  on  thy  guiltlefs  head 

Each  various  torment,  that  imbitters  life, 

Exhaufted  all  their  force  :  and,  to  infure 

Their  execrable  conquer!:,  black  and  fell, 

Ev'n  as  her  native  region,  Slander  join'd  ;  6j 

And  o'er  thy  virtue,  fpotlefs  as  the  wifh 

Of  infant  fouls,  inexorable  breath'd 

Her  peftilential  vapour.    Hence  fair  Truth, 

Perfuaflve  as  the  tongue  of  feraphs,  urg'd 

Unheard  the  caufe  of  Innocence ;  the  bludi  70 

Of  fickle  friendfhip  hence  forgot  to  glow. 

Meanwhile  from  thefe  retreats  with  haplefs  fpeed, 

By  ev'ry  hope  and  ev'ry  wifh  impell'd, 

Thy  fleps  explor'd  protection.    Whence  explor'd  ? 

Ah  me !  from  whom,  and  to  what  curfed  arms  7  5 

Wert  thou  betrayM :  unfeeling  as  the  rock 

Which  fplits  the  veffel ;  while  its  helplefs  crew9 

U  2  With 
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With  fhrieks  of  horror,  deprecate  their  fate  ? 

O  earth  !  O  righteous  heav'n !  could' ft  thou  behold  ; 

While  yet  thy  patient  hand  the  thunder  grafp'd, 

Nor  hurl'd  the  flaming  vengeance  ;  could'ft  thou  fee 

The  violated  vow,  the  marriage  rite 

Profan'd,  and  all  the  facred  ties,  which  bind 

Or  God  or  man,  abandoned  to  the  fcorn 

Of  vice  by  long  impunity  eonfirm'd  ? 

But  thou,  perfidious !  tremble.  If  on  high 

The  Hand  of  juftice  with  impartial  fcale 
Each  word,  each  action  poifesx  and  exa£b 
Severe  atonement  from  th'  offending  heart  -y 
Oh !  what  haft  thou  to  dread  ?  what  endlefs  pangs, 
What  deep  damnation  muft  thy  foul  endure  ? 
On  earth  'twas  thine  to  perpetrate  a  crime,. 
From  whofe  grim  vifage  guilt  of  fhamelefs  brow, 
Ev'n  in  its  wild  career,  might  fhrink  appall'd : 
'Tis  thine  to  fear  hereafter,  if  not  feel, 
Plagues  that  in  hell  no  precedent  can  boaft. 
Ev'n  in  the  filent  fafe  d'omeftic  hour, 
Ev'n  in  the  fcene  of  tendernefs  and  peace, 
Remorfe,  more  fierce  than  all  the  fiends  below, 
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In  fancy's  ears,  fhall,  with  a  thoufand  tongues,. 

Thunder  defpair  and  ruin :  all  her  makes 

Shall  rear  their  fpeckled  crefts  aloft  in  air, 

With  ceafelefs  horrid  hifs ;  fhall  brandifh  quick 

Their  forky  tongues,  or  roll  their  kindling  eyes 

With  fanguine  fiery  glare.    Ev'n  while  each  fenfe 

Glows  with  the  rapture  of  tumultuous  joy, 

The  tears  of  injur'd  beauty,  the  complaints 

Of  truth  immaculate,  by  thee  expos'd 

To  wrongs  unnumber'd,  fhall  difturb  thy  blifs  ; 

Shall  freeze  thy  blood  with  fear,  and  to  thy  light 

Anticipate  th*  impending  wrath  of  heav'n. 

In  fleep,  kind  paufe  of  being  !  when  the  nerve 

Of  toil  unbends,  when,  from  the  heart  of  care, 

Retires  the  fated  vulture,  when  difeafe 

And  difappointment  quaff  lethean  draughts 

Of  fweet  oblivion  \  from  his  charge  unbleft,  , 

Shall  fpeed  thy  better  angel :  to  thy  dreams 

Th'  infernal  gulph  &all  open,  and  difclofe 

Its  latent  horrors.    O'er  the  burning  lake 

Of  blue  fulphureous  gleam,  the  piercing  fhriek, 

The  fcourge  inceffant,  and  the  clanking  chain, 
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Shall  fcare  thee  ev'n  to  frenzy.    On  thy  mind 
Its  fiercer!:  flames  fhall  prey  ;  while  from  its  depth 
Some  gnafhing  fury  beckons  thy  approach, 
And,  thirfty  of  perdition,  waits  to  plunge 
Thy  naked  foul,  ten  thoufand  fathom  down, 
A  mid  ft  the  boiling  furges.     Such  their  fate, 
Whofe  hearts,  indocile,  to  the  facred  lore 
Of  wifdom,  truth,  and  virtue,  banim  far 
The  cry  of  foft  compaflion  ;  nor  can  tafte 
Beatitude  fupreme  in  giving  joy  ! 
Thy  race,  the  product  of  a  lawlefs  flame, 
Ev'n  while  thy  fond  imagination  plans 
Their  future  grandeur,  in  thy  mock'd  embrace 
Shall  prematurely  perifh  ;  or  furvive  . 
To  feel  their  father's  infamy,  and  curfe 
The  tainted  origin  from  which  they  fprung. 
For,  Oh !  thy  foul  no  foft  compunction  knew, 
When  that  fair  form,  where  all  the  Graces  liv'd, 
Perfection's  brighter]:  triumph,  from  thy  breaft 
The  fport  of  milder  winds  and  feas  was  thrown, 
To  glow  or  fhiver  in  the  keen  extremes 
Of  ev'ry  various  climate  ;  when  that  cheek, 
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Ting*d  with  the  blum  of  heav'n's  unfading  rofe, 

Grew  pale  with  pining  anguiih ;  when  that  voice,         14  5 

By  angels  tun'd  to  harmony  and  love, 

Trembled  with  agony  ;  and,  in  thine  ear, 

Utter'd  the  laft  extremity  of  woe. 

From  foreign  bounty  me  obtained  that  aid 
Which  friendfhip,  love,  humanity,  at  home,  1 50 

Deny'd  her  blafted  worths    From  foreign  hands 
Her  glowing  lips  receiv'd  the  cooling  draught, 
To  footh  the  fever's  rage.    From  foreign  eyes 
The  tear,  by  nature,  love  and  friendfhip  due, 
Flovv'd  copious  o'er  the  wreck,,  whofe  charms,  in  death  155 
Still  blooming,  at  the  hand  of  ruin  fmil'd. 
Deftin'd,  alas !  in  foreign  climes  to  leave 
Her  pale  remains  unhonour'd  ;  while  the  herfe 
Of  wealthy  guilt  emblazon'd  boafts  the  pride 
Of  painted  heraldry,  and  fculptur  d  ftone  ifo 
Protects  or  flatters  its  detefted  fame. 
Vain  trappings  of  mortality  !  When  thefe 
Shall  crumble,  like  the  worthlefs  duft  they  hide  ;: 
Then  thou,  dear  fpirit !  in  immortal  joy, 
Crowa'd  with  intrinuc  honours,  fhalt  appear  1 65 
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And  God  himfelf,  to  lift'ning  worlds,  proclaim 
Thy  injur' d  tendernefs,  thy  faith  unftain'd, 
Thy  mildnefs  long  infulted,  and  thy  worth 
Severely  try'd,  and  found  at  laft  fincere. 

But  where,  Oh !  where  mall  art  or  nature  find,  170 
For  fmarting  forrow's  ever  recent  wound, 
Some  bleft  reftorative ;  whofe  pow'rful  charm 
May  footh  thy  friend's  regret,  within  his  breaft 
Sufpend  the  ligh  fpontaneous,  bid  the  tear, 
By  fad  reflexion  prompted,  ceafe  to  fall  ?  1 7  j 

Thefe,  ftill  as  moments,  days  and  years  revolve, 
A  confecrated  off  ring,  mall  attend 
Thy  dear  idea  uneffac'd  by  time ; 
Till  the  pale  night  of  defliny  obfcure 

Life's  wafting  taper  ;  till  each  torpid  fenfe  1  So 

Feel  death's  chill  hand,  and  grief  complain  no  more, 
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A  SOLILOQUY: 

Occafioned  by  the  Author's  efcape  from  falling  into  a  deep 
well,  where  he  muft  have  been  irrecoverably  loft,  if  a 
favourite  lap-dog  had  not,  by  the  found  of  its  feet  upon 
the  board  with  which  the  well  was  covered^  warned  him  of 
his  danger. 

£$uid  qui/que  nunquam  homini  fatis 

Cautum  eft  in  horas,   Horat. 

"IT  THERE  am  I!  O  Eternal  Pow'r  of  heav'n ! 

1  ™    Relieve  me;  or,  amid  the  filent  gloom, 
Can  danger's  cry  approach  no  gen'rous  ear 
Prompt  to  redrefs  th'  unhappy  ?  O  my  heart  \ 
What  mail  I  do,  or  whither  fhall  I  turn  ?  5 
Will  no  kind  hand,  benevolent  as  heav'n, 
Save  me  involv'd  in  peril  and  in  night  ? 

Erect  with  horror  ftands  my  bridling  hair ; 
My  tongue  forgets  its  motion ;  ftrength  forfakes 
My  trembling  limbs  \  my  voice,  impell'd  in  vain,  10 
No  paffage  finds ;  cold,  cold  as  death,  my  blood, 

X  Keen 
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Keen  as  the  breath  of  winter,  chills  each  vein. 

For  on  the  verge,  the  awful  verge  of  fate 

Scarce  fix'd  I  ftand  ;  and  one  progrefiive  ftep 

Had  plung'd  me  down,  unfathomably  deep,  15 

To  gulphs  impervious  to  the  chearful  fun 

And  fragrant  breeze  ;  to  that  abhorr'd  abode, 

Where  Silence  and  Oblivion,  fitters  drear  ! 

With  cruel  Death  confed'rate  empire  hold, 

In  defolation  and  primaeval  gloom.  20 

Ha  !  what  unmans  me  thus  ?  what,  more  than  horror, 
Relaxes  ev'ry  nerve,  untunes  my  frame, 
And  chills  my  inmofl  foul  ? —  Be  ftill,  my  heart ! 
Nor,  flutt'ring  thus,  in  vain  attempt  to  burft 
The  barrier  firm,  by  which  thou  art  confin'd.  25 
Refume  your  functions,  limbs !  reflrain  thofe  knees 
From  fmiting  thus  each  other.    Roufe,  my  foul ! 
Affert  thy  native  dignity,  and  dare 
To  brave  this  king  of  terrors ;  to  confront 
His  cloudy  brow,  and  unrelenting  frown,  30 
With  fteady  fcorn,  in  confcious  triumph  bold. 
Reafon,  that  beam  of  uncreated  day, 
That  ray  of  Deity,  by  God's  own  breath 

Infus'd 
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Infus'd  and  kindled,  reafon  will  difpel 

Thofe  fancy 'd  terrors :  reafon  will  inftrudl  thee,  35 

That  death  is  heav'n*s  kind  interpofing  hand, 

To  fnatch  thee  timely  from  impending  woe ; 

From  aggregated  mifery,  whofe  pangs 

Can  find  no  other  period  but  the  grave. 

For  oh ! — while  others  gaze  on  nature's  face,  40 
The  verdant  vale,  the  mountains,  woods,  and  ftreams ; 
Or,  with  delight  ineffable,  furvey 
The  fun,  bright  image  of  his  parent  God  ; 
The  feafons,  in  majeftic  order,  round 

This  vary'd  globe  revolving ;  young-ey'd  fpring,  45 

Profufe  of  life  and  joy  j  fummer,  adorn'd 

With  keen  effulgence,  bright'ning  heav'n  and  earth  j 

Autumn,  replete  with  nature's  various  boon, 

To  blefs  the  toiling  hind  ;  and  winter,  grand 

With  rapid  flormSj  convulling  nature's  frame  :  50 

Whilft  others  view  heav'n's  all-involving  arch, 

Bright  with  unnumber'd  worlds ;  and,  loft  in  joy, 

Fair  order  and  utility  behold  : 

Or,  unfatigu'd,  th'  amazing  chain  purfue, 

Which,  in  one  vafl  all-comprehending  whole,  5  5 

X  2  Unites 
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Unites  th'  immenfe  ftupendous  works  of  God, 

Conjoining  part  with  part,  and,  thro'  the  frame, 

Diffusing  facred  harmony  and  joy  : 

To  me  thofe  fair  vicillitudes  are  loft, 

And  grace  and  beauty  blotted  from  my  view. 

The  verdant  vale,  the  mountains,  woods,  and  {beams, 

One  horrid  blank  appear ;  the  young-ey'd  fpring, 

Effulgent  fummer,  autumn  deck'd  in  wealth 

To  blefs  the  toiling  hind,  and  winter  grand 

With  rapid  ftorms,  revolve  in  vain  for  me : 

Nor  the  bright  fun,  nor  all-embracing  arch 

Of  heav'n,  fhall  e'er  thefe  wretched  orbs  behold. 

O  Beauty,  Harmony !  ye  fifter  train 
Of  Graces ;  you,  who  in  th'  admiring  eye 
Of  God  your  charms  difplay'd,  ere  yet,  tranfcrib'd 
On  nature's  form,  your  heav'nly  features  fhone : 
Why  are  you  fnatch'd  for  ever  from  my  fight, 
Whilft,  in  your  ftead,  a  boundlefs  wafte  expanfe 
Of  undiftinguifh'd  horror  covers  all  ? 
Wide  o'er  my  profpeft  rueful  darknefs  breathes 
Her  inaufpicious  vapour  ;  in  whofe  fhade, 
Fear,  grief,  and  anguiin,  natives  of  her  reign, 
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In  focial  fadnefs,  gloomy  vigils  keep  : 

With  them  I  walk,  with  them  ftill  doom'd  to  (hare 

Eternal  blacknefs,  without  hopes  of  dawn. 

Hence  oft  the  hand  of  ignorance  and  fcorn, 
To  barb'rous  mirth  abandon'd,  points  me  out 
With  idiot  grin  :  the  fupercilious  eye 
Oft,  from  the  noife  and  glare  of  profp'rous  life, 
On  my  obfcurity  diverts  its  gaze 
Exulting ;  and,  with  wanton  pride  elate, 
Felicitates  its  own  fuperior  lot: 
Inhuman  triumph !  Hence  the  piercing  taunt 
Of  titled  infolence  inflicted  deep. 
Hence  the  warm  blum  that  paints  ingenuous  friame, 
By  confcious  want  infpir'd  ;  th'  unpitied  pang 
Of  love  and  friendfhip  flighted.    Hence  the  tear 
Of  impotent  compafiion,  when  the  voice 
Of  pain,  by  others  felt,  quick  fmites  my  heart, 
And  roufes  all  its  tendernefs  in  vain. 
All  thefe,  and  more,  on  this  devoted  head, 
Have  with  collected  bitternefs  been  pour'd. 

Nor  end  my  forrows  here.    The  facred  fane 
Of  knowlege,  fcarce  accefllble  to  me, 
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With  heart- confuming  anguifh  I  behold  ;  100 

Knowlege,  for  which  my  foul  infatiate  burns 

With  ardent  thirfr..    Nor  can  thefe  ufelefs  hands, 

Untutor'd  in  each  life-fuftaining  art, 

Nourifh  this  wretched  being,  and  fupply 

Frail  nature's  wants,  that  fhort  cefiation  know.  105 

Where  *  now,  ah!  where  is  that  fupporting  arm 
Which  to  my  weak  unequal  infant  fteps 
Its  kind  afliftance  lent  ?  Ah  !  where  that  love, 
That  ftrong  afTiduous  tendernefs,  which  watch'd 
My  wifhes  yet  fcarce  form'd ;  and,  to  my  view,  1 1 0 

Unimportun'd,  like  all- indulging  heav'n, 
Their  objects  brought  ?  Ah  !  where  that  gentle  voice 
Which,  with  i-nftru&ion,  foft  as  fummer  dews 
Or  fleecy  mows,  defcending  on  my  foul, 
Diftinguifh'd  ev'ry  hour  with  new  delight  ?  115 
Ah  !  where  that  virtue,  which,  amid  the  ftorms, 
The  mingled  horrors  of  tumultuous  life, 
Untainted,  unfubdu'd,  the  fhock  fuftain'd  ? 
So  firm  the  oak  which,  in  eternal  night, 

*  The  character  here  drawn  is  that  of  the  author's  father,  whofe  unforeleer* 

fate  had  j Lift  before  happened* 

4  As 
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As  deep  its  root  extends,  as  high  to  heav'n 
Its  top  majeftic  rifes :  fuch  the  fmile 
Of  fome  benignant  angel,  from  the  throne 
Of  God  difpatch'd,  ambaflador  of  peace ; 
Who  on  his  look  imprefl  his  merTage  bears, 
And  pleas'd,  from  earth  averts  impending  ill. 
Alas !  no  wife  thy  parting  khTes  fhar'd  : 
From  thy  expiring  lips  no  child  receiv'd 
Thy  laft  dear  blefling  and  thy  laft  advice. 
Friend,  father,  benefactor,  all  at  once, 
In  thee  forfook  me,  an  unguarded  prey 
For  ev'ry  ftorm,  whofe  lawlefs  fury  roars 
Beneath  the  azure  concave  of  the  iky, 
To  tofs,  and  on  my  head  exhauft  its  rage. 

Dejecting  profpedt !  foon  the  haplefs  hour 
May  come  ;  perhaps  this  moment  it  impends, 
Which  drives  me  forth  to  penury  and  cold, 
Naked,  and  beat  by  all  the  ftorms  of  heav'n, 
Friendlefs  and  guidelefs  to  explore  my  way ; 
Till,  on  cold  earth  this  poor  unfhelter'd  head 
Reclining,  vainly  from  the  ruthlefs  blaft 
Relpite  I  beg,  and  in  the  fliock  expire. 
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Me  miferable !  wherefore,  O  my  foul ! 
Was,  on  fuch  hard  conditions,  life  defir'd  ? 
One  ftep,  one  friendly  ftep,  without  thy  guilt, 
Had  plac'd  me  fafe  in  that  profound  recefs,  145 
Where,  undifturb'd,  eternal  quiet  reigns, 
And  fvveet  forgetfulnefs  of  grief  and  care. 
Why,  then,  my  coward  foul !  didft  thou  recoil  ? 
Why  fhun  the  final  exit  of  thy  woe  ? 

Why  fhiver  at  approaching  diflblution?  150 

Say  why,  by  nature's  unrefifted  force, 
Is  ev'ry  being,  where  volition  reigns 
And  active  choice,  impell'd  to  fhun  their  fate, 
And  dread  deftru&ion,  as  the  worft  of  ills  ? 
Say,  why  they  fhrink,  why  fly,  why  fight,  why  ri/k  155 
Precarious  life,  to  lengthen  out  its  date, 
Which,  lengthen'd,  is,  at  beft,  protracted  pain  ? 
Say,  by  what  myftic  charms,  can  life  allure 
Unnumber'd  beings,  who,  beneath  me  far 
Plac'd  in  th'  extenfive  fcale  of  nature,  want  1 60 

Thofe  blefiings  heav'n  accumulates  on  me? 
Bleflings  fuperior  ;  tho'  the  blaze  of  day 
Pours  on  their  fight  its  foul-refrefhing  ftream, 

To 
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To  me  extinct  in  everlading  fliades : 

Yet  heav'n-taught  mufic,  at  whofe  powerful  voice, 

Corroflve  care  and  anguidi,  charm'd  to  peace, 

Forfake  the  heart,  and  yield  it  all  to  joy, 

Ne'er  fooths  their  pangs.    To  their  infenfate  view 

Knowledge  in  vain  her  faired  treafure  fpreads. 

To  them  the  nobled  gift  of  bounteous  heav'n, 

Sweet  converfation,  whofe  enliv'ning  force 

Elates,  didends,  and,  with  unfading  drength., 

Infpires  the  foul,  remains  for  ever  loft. 

The  facred  fympathy  of  focial  hearts ; 

Benevolence,  fupreme  delight  of  heavn; 

Th'  extend  ve  wifh,  which,  in  one  wide  embrace, 

All  beings  circles,  when  the  fweliing  foul 

Partakes  the  joys  of  God  ;  ne'er  warms  their  breads. 

As  yet  my  foul  ne'er  felt  the  opprefllve  weight 
Of  indigence  unaided  :  fwift  redrefs, 
Beyond  the  daring  flight  of  hope,  approach'd, 
And  ev'ry  wifh  of  nature  amply  bled* 
Tho',  o'er  the  future  feries  of  my  fate, 
111  omens  feem  to  brood,  and  dars  malign 
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To  blend  their  baleful  fire  :  oft,  while  the  fun 
Darts  boundlefs  glory  thro'  th'  expanfe  of  heav'n, 
A  gloom  of  congregated  vapours  rife, 
Than  night  more  dreadful  in  her  blacked  fhroud, 
And  o'er  the  face  of  things  incumbent  hang, 
Portending  tempeft  5  till  the  fource  of  day 
Again  afTerts  the  empire  of  the  fky, 
And,  o'er  the  blotted  fcene  of  nature,  throws 
A  keener  fplendor.    So3  perhaps,  that  care, 
Thro'  all  creation  felt,  but  moft  by  man, 
Which  hears  with  kind  regard  the  tender  figh 
Of  mod  eft  want,  may  diflipate  my  fears. 
And  bid  my  hours  a  happier  flight  a  (Fume. 
Perhaps,  enliv'ning  hope!  perhaps  my  foul 
May  drink  at  wifdom's  fountain,  and  allay 
Her  unextinguifh'd  ardor  in  the  ftream  : 
Wifdom,  the  conflant  magnet,  where  each  wifh, 
Set  by  the  hand  of  nature,  ever  points^ 
Reftiefs  and  faithful,  as  th'  attractive  force 
By  which  all  bodies  to  the  centre  tend. 

What  then!  becaufe  th'  indulgent  Sire  of  all 
Has,  in  the  plan  of  things,  prefcrib'd  my  fphere ; 
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Becaufe  confummate  Wifdom  thought  not  fit. 

In  affluence  and  pomp,  to  bid  me  fhine ; 

Shall  I  regret  my  deftiny,  and  curfe 

That  ftate,  by  heav'n's  paternal  care,  defign'd 

To  train  me  up  for  fcenes,  with  which  compar'd 

Thefe  ages,  meafur'd  by  the  orbs  of  heav'n, 

In  blank  annihilation  fade  away  ? 

For  fcenes,  where,  finifh'd  by  the  almighty  art, 

Beauty  and  order  open  to  the  fight 

In  vivid  glory  ;  where  the  fainteft  rays 

Out-flafh  the  lplendor  of  our  mid- day  fun  ? 

Say,  fhall  the  Source  of  all,  who  nrft  alilgn'd 

To  each  conftituent  of  this  wond'rous  frame 

Its  proper  pow'rs,  its  place  and  a&ion  due, 

With  due  degrees  of  weaknefs,  whence  refults 

Concord  ineffable ;  fhall  he  reverfe, 

Or  difconcert  the  univerfal  fcheme, 

The  gen'ral  good,  to  flatter  felfifn  pride 

And  blind  defire  ? —  Before  th'  Almighty  voice 

From  non-exiftence  call'd  me  into  life, 

What  claim  had  I  to  being  ?  what  to  fhine 

In  this  high  rank  of  creatures,  form'd  to  climb 
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The  fteep  afcent  of  virtue,  unrelax'dy 
Till  infinite  perfection  crown  their  toil  F 
Who,  confcious  of  their  origin  divine, 
Eternal  order,  beauty,  truth  and  good, 
Perceive,  like  their  great  Parent,  and  admire.- 

Hush  !  then,  my  heart,  with  pious  cares  fupprefs 
This  tumid  pride  and  impotence  of  foul  r 
Learn  now,  why  all  thofe  multitudes,  which  croud 
This  Ipacious  theatre,  and  gaze  on  heav'n,, 
Invincibly  averfe  to  meet  their  fate, 
Avoid  each  danger :  know  this  facred  truth, 
All-perfect  Wifdom,  on  each  living  foul, 
Engrav'd  this  mandate,  "  to  preferve  their  frame, 
And  hold  entire  the  gen'ral  orb  of  being." 
Then,  with  becoming  rev'rence  let  each  pow'rr 
In  deep  attention,  hear  the  voice  of  God ; 
That  awful  voice,  which,  {peaking;  to  the  foul,, 
Commands  its  refignation  to  his  law ! 

For  this,  has  heav'n  to  virtue's  glorious  ft'age 
Call'd  me,  and  plac'd  the  garland  in  my  view, 
The  wreath  of  conquefr  •  bafely  to  defert 
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The  part  afiign'd  me,  and,  with  daftard  fear,  250 
From  prefent  pain,  the  caufe  of  future  blifs, 
To  llirink  into  the  bofom  of  the  grave  ? 
How,  then,  is  gratitude's  vaft  debt  repaid  ? 
Where  all  the  tender  offices  of  love 

Due  to  fraternal  man,  in  which  the  heart,,  255 

Each  blelling  it  communicates,  enjoys  ? 

How  then  (hall  I  obey  the  firft  great  law 

Of  nature's  Legillator,  deep  impreft 

With  double  fan&ion  ;  reftlefs  fear  of  death, 

And  fondnefs  flill  to  breathe  this  vital  air  ?  260 

Nor  is  th'  injunction  hard  :  who  would  not  fink 

A  while  in  tears  and  forrow  ;  then  emerge 

With  tenfold  luftre  ;  triumph  o'er  his  pain  ; 

And,  with  unfading  glory,  mine  in  heav'n  ? 

Come  then,  my  little  guardian  Genius !  cloath'd  265 
In  that  familiar  form  y  my  Phylax,  come  ! 
Let  me  carefs  thee,  hug  thee  to  my  heart, 
Which  beats  with  joy  of  life  preferv'd  by  the$. 
Had  not  thy  interpofing  fondnefs  ftaid 

My  blind  precipitation,  now,  ev'n  now,  270 
My  foul,  by  nature's  lharpeft  pangs  expelFd,. 
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Had  left  this  frame ;  had  pafs'd  the  dreadful  bound, 

Which  life  from  death  divides ;  divides  this  fcene 

From  vaft  eternity,  whofe  deep'ning  fhades, 

Impervious  to  the  marpeft  mortal  fight,  275 

Elude  our  keener!  fearch.—  But  ftill  I  err, 

Howe'er  thy  grateful  undefigning  heart, 

In  ills  forefeen,  with  promptitude  might  aid ; 

Yet  this,  beyond  thy  utmoft  reach  of  thought, 

Not  ev'n  remotely  diftant  could'ft  thou  view.  280 

Secure  thy  fteps  the  fragile  board  could  prefs, 

Nor  feel  the  lead  alarm  where  I  had  funk  : 

Nor  could'ft  thou  judge  the  awful  depth  below, 

Which,  from  its  watry  bottom,  to  receive 

My  fall,  tremendous  yawn'd.    Thy  utmoft  fkill,  285 

Thy  deepeft  penetration  here  had  ftopt 

Short  of  its  aim  ;  and,  in  the  ftrong  embrace 

Of  ruin  flruggling,  left  me  to  expire. 

No —  heav'n's  high  Sovereign,  provident  of  all, 

Thy  pafiive  organs  moving,  taught  thee  firft  290 

To  check  my  heedlefs  courfe;  and  hence  I  live. 

Eternal  Providence!  whofe  equal  fway 
Weighs  each  event ;  whofe  ever-waking  care, 

Con- 
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Connecting  high  with  low,  minute  with  great, 
Attunes  the  wondrous  whole,  and  bids  each  part 
In  one  unbroken  harmony  confpire: 
Hail !  facred  Source  of  happinefs  and  life ! 
Substantial  Good,  bright  intellectual  Sun ! 
To  whom  my  foul,  by  fympathy  innate, 
Unweary'd  tends ;  and  finds,  in  thee  alone, 
Security,  enjoyment,  and  repofe. 

By  thee,  O  God !  by  thy  paternal  arm, 
Through  ev'ry  period  of  my  infant  itate, 
Suftain'd  I  live  to  yield  thee  praifes  due. 
O  !  could  my  lays,  with  heav'nly  raptures  warm, 
High  as  thy  throne,  re-echoe  to  the  fongs 
Of  angels,  thence,  O  !  could  my  pray'r  obtain 
One  beam  of  inlpiration,  to  inflame 
And  animate  my  numbers :  heaven's  full  choir, 
In  loftier  ftrains,  th'  infpiring  God  might  ling ; 
Yet  not  more  ardent,  more  fincere,  than  mine. 
But  tho'  my  voice,  beneath  the  feraph's  note, 
Muft  check  its  feeble  accents,  low  depreft 
By  dull  mortality  •,  to  thee,  great  Soul! 
Of  heav'n  and  earth  !  to  thee  my  hallow'd  ftrain 
Of  gratitude  and  praife  fhall  (till  afcend. 
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Mils  — —  to  the  Author. 

ji  XT  HI  L  E  friend/hip's  gentle  pow'rs  my  bofom  fire, 

*  *     Damon  accept  the  lays  which  you  infpire ; 
My  long-neglected  mule  thy  worth  revives ; 
And  gen'rous  ardour  from  thy  flame  receives. 
Domeftic  troubles  long  my  mind  opprefs'd,  5 
And  made  the  mufe  a  ftranger  to  my  bread ; 
Not  friendmip's  fofteft  charms  could  roufe  my  fong, 
Till  wak'd  to  life  by  thy  perfuafive  tongue. 
O  Damon,  could  I  boaft  thy  wond'rous  Ikill, 
Were  but  my  genius  equal  to  my  will,  10 
Thy  praifes  I  unwearied  would  proclaim  ; 
And  place  thee  with  the  brighteft  fons  of  fame. 
Sure,  Damon>  'tis  fome  god  thy  breaft  infpires ; 
And  fills  thy  foul  with  thofe  celeftial  fires : 
Thy  thoughts  fo  juft,  fo  noble,  fo  refin'd ; 
That  elegant,  that  virtuous  turn  of  mind, 
May  juftly  claim  the  praife  of  all  mankind, 

r  Why 
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Why  am  I  call'd  to  leave  my  native  plains, 
To  range  on  barren  hills  with  ruftick  fwains  ? 
Far  from  my  fellow  nymphs,  a  fprightly  throng ; 
And  far,  too  far,  from  thy  harmonious  tongue  ! 
Yet  ftill  thy  praife  (hall  be  my  fav'rite  theme ; 
Each  echo  fhall  refound  with  Damons  fame  : 
And  ev'ry  tree  mail  bear  his  much-lov'd  name. 

O  !  could  I  bear  thee  to  Acaftos  feat, 
To  Phoebus  and  his  fons  a  known  retreat ; 
Acafto,  whofe  great  mind  and  honeft  foul 
No  hopes  can  bias,  and  no  fears  controll. 
He  virtue's  Patron  long  has  firmly  flood  ; 
And,  in  a  vicious  age,  been  greatly  good. 
Oft  has  Acafio  in  fome  fragrant  bower 
Invok'd  Urania^  and  confefs'd  her  power ; 
As  oft  the  tuneful  maid  has  own'd  his  lays, 
And  blefs'd  his  fong  with  well-deferved  praife. 
Were  Damon  there,  to  join  the  tuneful  choir, 
With  all  the  beauties  of  his  verfe  and  lyre ; 
His  wit  would  civilife  our  favage  plains ; 
Polifh  our  country  nymphs,  and  rural  fwains. 
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But  tho'  hard  fate  deny  my  fond  requeft, 
It  cannot  tear  thy  mem'ry  from  my  breaft ; 

No  while  life's  blood  runs  warm  in  ev'ry  vein, 

For  thee  a  lafting  friendfhip  I'll  maintain  : 
And  when  this.bufy  fcene  of  life  is  o'er, 
Nor  earth  retards  the  foul's  excurfions  more  ; 
I'll  joy  to  meet  thee  in  thofe  happier  fcenes, 
Where  unallay'd,  immortal  pleafure  reigns. 
There,  crown'd  with  youth  unfading,  let  us  dray 
Thro'  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day  ; 
There,  of  eflential  happinefs  fecur'd, 
With  joy  we'll  tell  the  pains  we  once  endur'd. 

Some  pow'r  conduct  us  thro'  the  glorious  road, 
And  lead  us  fafe  to  that  divine  abode ; 
Where  blifs  eternal  waits  the  virtuous  foul, 
And  joys  on  joys  in  endlefs  circles  roll. 
1 74-0. 
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The  A  u  t  h  o  r's  Anfwer. 

HEN  Clio  feem'd  forgetful  of  my  pain, 
A  foft  impatience  throbb'd  in  ev'ry  vein  ; 
Each  tedious  hour  I  thought  an  age  of  woe  ; 
So  few  their  pleafures,  and  their  pace  fo  flow : 
But,  when  your  moving  accents  reach'd  my  ear,  5 
Juft,  as  your  tafte,  and  as  your  heart,  fmcere  ; 
My  foul  re-echo'd,  while  the  melting  (train 
Beat  in  each  pulie,  and  flow'd  in  ev'ry  vein. 

Ah  !  teach  my  verfe,  like  your's,  to  be  refin'd  ; 
Your  force  of  language,  and  your  ftrength  of  mind  :        t  c 
Teach  me  that  winning,  foft,  perfuafive  art, 
Which  ravifhes  the  foul,  and  charms  the  heart : 
Then  ev'ry  heighten'd  pow'r  I  will  employ, 
To  paint  your  merit,  and  exprefs  my  joy. 
Lefs  foft  the  drains,  the  numbers  lefs  refin'd,  1  k 

With  which  great  Orpheus  polilh'd  human  kind  ; 

Z  2  Whole 
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Whofe  magic  force  could  lawlefs  vice  reprove, 
And  teach  a  world  the  fweets  of  fecial  love. 

When  great  *  Acasto's  virtues  grae'd  your  lays, 
My  foul  was  loft  in  the  effulgent  blaze  ;  20 
Whofe  love,  like  heav'n,  to  all  mankind  extends, 
Supplies  the  indigent,  the  weak  defends ; 
Purfues  the  good  of  all  with  {ready  aim  ; 
One  bright,  unwearied,  unextinguim'd  flame. 
What  tranfport  felt  my  foul,  what  keen  delight,  25 
When  its  full  blaze  of  glory  met  my  light  \ 
But  foon,  too  foon,  the  happy  gleam  was  o*er  5 
What  joy  can  reign,  where  Clio  is  no  more  ? 

Ah  !  haplefs  me !  muft  yet  more  woes  infpire 
The  mournful  fong,  and  tune  the  tragic  lyre  ?  30 
The  laft  and  greater!  of  the  fable  train  ? 
Her  Clio's  abfence  muft  the  mufe  complain, 
From  thefe  intrufive  thoughts  all  pleafure  flies, 
And  leaves  my  foul  benighted,  like  my  eyes. 

*  A  Gentleman  who  then  refuted  in  Galloway,  difiinguifh'd  for  hofpitahty  % 
for  his  inviolable  attachment  to  the  interefts  of  his  country ;  and,  in  fhort,  for 
all  thofe  virtues  which  adorned  his  own  anceftors,  and  dignify  human  nature; 

Yet, 
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Yet,  while  abforb'd  in  thought  alone  I  ftray,  35 
On  ev  ry  fenfe  while  filent  forrows  prey, 
Or  from  fome  arbor,  confcious  o£  my  pain, 
While  to  the  fighing  breeze  I  rlgh  in  vain ; 
May  each  new  moment,  fraught  with  new  delight, 
Crown  your  bright  day,  and  blefs  your  filent  night :  40 
May  height'ning  raptures  ev 'ry  fenfe  furprife, 
Mulic  your  ears,  gay  profpects  charm  your  eyes  : 
May  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heav'n  confpire 
To  make  your  pleafures  lafKng,  and  entire* 
sTis  thine  alone  can  footh  my  anxious  breaft,  45 
Secure  of  blifs,  while  confcious  you  are  blefh 


EPISTLE  L 

To  the  fame.     From  Edinburgh. 

FROM  where  bleak  north  winds  chill  the  frozen  fkiesr 
And  lov'd  Edina's  lofty  turrets  rife, 
Sing,  heavenly  mufe!  to  thy  lov'd  Clio  fingj 
Tune  thy  faint  voice,  and  flretcli  thy  drooping  wing. 

Could.- 
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Could  I,  like  Uriel,  on  fome  pointed  ray,  5 
To  your  fair  diflant  Eden  wing  my  way, 
Outftrip  the  moments,  fcorn  the  fwifteft  wind^ 
And  leave  ev'n  wing'd  defire  to  lag  behind  ; 
So  ftrong,  fo  fwift,  I'd  fly  the  port  to  gain  • 
The  fpeed  of  angels  fhould  purfue  in  vain.  10 

Ah  !  whither,  whither  would  my  fancy  flray  ? 
Nor  hops  fuilains,  nor  reafon  leads  the  way  : 
No,  let  my  eyes  in  fcalding  forrows  flow, 
Vaft  as  my  lois,  and  endlefs  as  my  woe  : 
Flow,  till  the  torrent  quench  this  vital  flame,  1 5 

And,  with  increafing  hours,  increafe  the  ftream. 
Yet,  Clio,  hear,  in  pity  to  my  fmart ; 
If  gentle  pity  e'er  could  touch  thy  heart : 
Let  but  one  line  fufpend  my  conflant  care, 
Too  faint  for  hope,  too  lively  for  defpair :  20 
Thee  let  me  ftill  with  wonted  rapture  find 
The  mufes  patronefs,  and  poet's  friend. 


EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE  II. 

To  D  o  r  i  n  d  a,  with  V mice  Preferv  d. 

T  F  friendilhip  gains  not  pardon  for  the  mufe, 

■**  Immortal  Otway,  fure,  will  plead  excufe  : 

For  eyes  like  thine  he  wrote  his  moving  lays, 

Which  feel  the  poet,  and  which  weep  his  praife. 

Whether  great  Jaffier  tender  griefs  infpires,  5 

Struggling  with  cruel  fate,  and  high  defires  • 

Or  Belvidera's  gentler  accents  flow, 

When  all  her  foul  (lie  breathes  in  love  and  woe  : 

Drawn  from  the  heart  the  various  pafiions  fhine, 

And  wounded  nature  bleeds  in  ev'ry  line.  10 

As  when  fome  turtle  (pies  her  lovely  mate 

Pierc'd  by  the  ball,  or  flutt'ring  in  the  net  -y 

Her  little  heart  ju ft  bu riling  with  defpair, 

She  droops  her  wings,  and  breathes  her  foul  in  air. 


EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE  III, 

To  Mifs  Annie  Rae: 
With  the  Manual  of  Epictetus,  and  Tablature  of  Cebes. 

GO,  happy  leaves!  to  Anna's  view  difclofe 
What  folid  joy  from  real  virtue  flows ; 
When,  like  the  world,  felf-pois'd,  the  exalted  foul, 
Unfhaken,  fcorns  the  ftorms  that  round  her  roll ; 
And,  in  herfelf  collected,  joys  to  find  5 
Th'  untainted  image  of  th'  Eternal  Mind. 

To  bid  mankind  their  end  fupreme  purfue, 
On  God  and  nature  fix  their  wand'ring  view ; 
To  teach  reluctant  pafllon  to  obey, 

Check'd,  or  impell'd  by  reafon's  awful  fway  ;  10 
From  films  of  error  purge  the  mental  eye, 
Till  undiffembled  good  in  profpect  lie  ; 
The  foul  with  heav'n-born  virtue  to  inflame : 
Sucn  was  the  Stoics  and  Socratics  aim. 

O!  could 
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O !  could  they  view  from  yon  immortal  fcene, 
Where  beauty,  truth  and  good,  unclouded,  reign, 
Fair  hands  like  thine  revolve  their  labour'd  page, 
Imbibe  their  truth,  and  in  their  tafk  engage ; 
With  rapture  would  they  hail  fo  fair  a  fight, 
And  feel  new  blifs  in  heav'n's  fupreme  delight. 

4u|t j|u}\ /f*4i 4x /  jx  /f»  /jx t,\  j p  /}» & ift  /fx  <fvfi  jf\ . ^  g^^^/fu^f^jf»/^/fx/£if\^ 

*  To  Mifs  D.  H. 

In  Anfwer  to  a  Letter  fhe  wrote  the  Author  from  Dumfries. 

MA Y  Heaven's  beft  bleflings  on  thy  head  defcend, 
Whofe  goodnefs  recolledts  an  abfent  friend  ; 
Brighter  and  brighter  may  thy  moments  roll, 
Joy  warm  thy  heart,  and  virtue  tune  thy  foul  -y 
With  length'ning  life  frill  happier  be  thy  Hate,  5 
As  by  thy  worth,  diftinguiiVd  by  thy  fate. 
Oh !  if  my  ardent  vows  fuccefsful  prove ; 
If  merit  charms,  if  God  himfelf  be  love ; 

*  The  young  Lady  to  whom  the  Monody  is  infcribed. 

A  a  Of 
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Of  all  the  lots  his  bounty  e'er  affign'd 
To  blefs  the  beft,  the  nobleft  of  mankind  ; 
For  none  mail  happier  conftellations  mine, 
None  boaft  a  fphere  of  ampler  blifs  than  thine. 

Few  of  thy  fex,  alas  I  how  wond'rous  few, 
Beftow  thofe  kind  regards  to  virtue  due  : 
A  humble  name,  of  wealth  too  fmall  a  fhare, 
A  form  unfeemly,  or  a  clownifh  air; 
Thefe  cafual  faults  the  fqueamim  fair  difgufl, 
Who  to  be  thought  refin'd  become  unjuft. 
Not  fuch  Dorinda's  more  intenfe  furvey, 
It  looks  for  charms  unconfcious  of  decay  ; 
Surface  and  form  pervades  with  nobler  tafte, 
And  views  God's  image  on  the  heart  impreft. 
O  may  I  ever  fhare  thy  kind  efteeirr, 
In  fortune's  change,  and  life's  tumultuous  dream 
If  future  hours  be  ting'd  with  colours  gay, 
There  let  thy  friendlhip  mix  its  heav'nly  ray ; 
O'er  all  my  fate  if  adverfe  planets  reign, 
O  let  thy  gentle  pity  footh  my  pain  : 
With  this  one  precious  good  fecurely  bleft, 
Let  chance  or  fortune  regulate  the  reft. 

3 
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Since  (till  to  me  extend  your  gen'rous  cares, 
My  ftudy,  health,  employment,  and  affairs ; 
There  ever  in  the  fame  dull  channel  flow, 
A  lazy  current,  uniformly  flow. 
Thus  (till  from  hour  to  hour,  from  day  to  day, 
Life's  glimm'ring  taper  languifhes  away ; 
A  doubtful  flame,  a  dim  portentous  light, 
That  waftes,  and  lickens  into  endlefs  night. 

The  modes  of  drefs,  the  Sophift's  keen  debate, 
The  various  politics  of  church  or  ftate, 
A  foul  like  yours  will  think  but  trivial  news, 
Beneath  the  care  of  friendlhip,  and  the  mufe. 

In  vain  I  urge  dull  thought  from  line  to  line, 
Fancy  grows  reftive  to  the  fond  derlgn : 
Here  let  the  mufe  her  weary  pinions  reft. 
Be  ever  kind,  and  Oh  !  be  ever  bleft. 


A  a  2 
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To  Mifi  A.  H.  on  her  Marriage. 

TT  Hate  the  ftiff  addrefs,  the  ftudied  phrafe 

Of  formal  compliment,  and  empty  praife, 
Where  fancy  labours  to  exprefs  the  heart 
With  all  the  paint,  and  impotence  of  art : 
But  when  with  merit  friendship's  charms  conlpire  5 
To  bid  my  hand  refume  the  votive  lyre, 
Once  more  my  veins  their  former  raptures  know, 
And  all  the  mufes  in  my  bofom  glow. 

O  thou,  whofe  foul  with  every  fweetnefs  crown'd, 
DifTufes  light,  and  life,  and  pleafure  round ;  10 
Whofe  heart  with  ev'ry  tender  fenfe  endow'd, 
Glows,  like  creative  Love,  ferenely  good  ; 
Whofe  eafy  manners  at  one  view  difplay 
Fancy's  quick  flafh,  and  reafon's  fteady  ray  ; 
While  each  internal  charm,  with  fweet  furprife,  1 5 

Beams  thro'  thy  form,  and  lights  thy  radiant  eyes : 


Blefs'd 
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Blefs'd  with  thofe  joys,  may  all  thy  moments  flow. 

Which  confcious  virtue  only  can  beftow : 

That  foft,  eternal  funmine  of  the  mind, 

Sweet  as  thy  charms,  and  as  thy  foul  refin'd.  20 

May  heaven  protect  thee  with  a  father's  care, 

And  make  thee  happy,  as  it  made  thee  fair. 

O  may  the  man  now  facred  to  thy  choice, 

With  all  his  foul  the  real  blefling  prize ; 

One  common  end  o'er  all  your  views  prefide,  25 

One  wifh  impel  you,  and  one  purpofe  guide  ; 

Be  all  your  days  aufpicious,  calm,  and  bright, 

One  fcene  of  tender,  pure,  unmix'd  delight, 

Till  time  and  fate  exhauft  their  endlefs  ftore, 

And  Heaven  alone  can  make  your  pleafure  more.  30 

To  the  Reverend  Mr.  Jamefon. 

I17HY  mourns  my  friend,  what  caufe  mail  I  aflign  ? 

*  ^    Why  fmarts  that  tender,  honeft  foul  of  thine  ? 
What  flar,  a  foe  to  all  that's  good  and  great, 
Dares,  with  malignant  influence,  dafh  thy  fate  ? 

Why 
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Why  {brinks  my  heart  with  fears  not  underftood  ? 
What  ftrange  portentous  fadnefs  chills  my  blood  ? 
O  !  breathe  thy  latent  forrows  in  mine  ear, 
And  prompt  the  frarting  fympathetic  tear. 
As  tender  mothers,  with  affiduous  view, 
Their  infant  offspring's  wand'ring  fteps  purfue, 
As,  wing'd  from  Heav'n,  cadeftial  guardians  wait 
To  match  their  fav'rite  charge  from  inftant  fate. 
Friendfliip  thy  clofe  attendant  fhall  remain, 
Prepar'd  to  foften,  or  partake  thy  pain  : 
Whether  thy  form,  to  pale  difeafe  a  prey, 
Beneath  its  preffure  pants  the  tedious  day  ; 
Or  if  fome  tender  grief  diffolves  thy  mind, 
Each  wifh  extinguifh'd,  and  each  hope  refign'd  : 
For  thee  my  fpirits  (hall  more  languid  flow  ; 
For  thee,  the  flame  of  life  fufpend  its  glow  ; 
For  thee  this  heart,  with  forrows  new  fhall  groan, 
And  add  thy  part  of  anguifh  to  its  own. 
Whatever  fcenes  thy  penfive  walk  invite, 
Thither  thy  friend  fhall  bend  his  Ipeedy  flight. 
Say,  fhall  our  focial  fteps  together  ftray 
Thro'  groves  that  glimmer  with  a  twilight  ray  ? 
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Or  through  fome  bound lefs  folitary  plain, 

Where  melancholy  holds  her  penfive  reign  ? 

Say,  through  embow'ring  myrtles  fhall  we  rove 

Bedew'd  with  recent  tears  by  hopelefs  love  ?  30 

Or,  where  neglected  worth,  from  men  retir'd, 

In  uncomplaining  agony  expir'd  ? 

There  in  the  filent  cyprefs  made  reclin'd, 

Let  each  in  each  a  faithful  fuff'rer  find ; 

There  let  our  mingling  plaints  to  Heaven  afcend  ;  35 

There,  let  our  eyes  their  ceafelefs  currents  blend  ; 

Our  mingling  plaints  fhall  ftop  the  palling  gale, 

And  each  enamour'd  echo  figh  the  tale. 

For  whilft  I  fpeak,  ev'n  in  this  mortal  hour, 

Perhaps  relentlefs  death  exerts  its  pow'r,  40 

Perhaps  the  fhaft  already  wings  its  way 

Too  furely  aim'd,  and  *  Barnet  falls  its  prey. 

Him  nature,  with  no  common  care,  defign'd, 

His  form  embellim'd,  and  his  foul  refin'd  ; 

*  Mr.  Barnet)  an  Englishman,  a  dear  and  intimate  friend  of  our  poet.  He 
was  a  ftudent  of  phyfic  in  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh ;  and  at  the  time  the 
above  epiftle  was  written,  lay  dangeroufly  ill  of  a  fever,  of  which  he  died  a 
few  days  after  in  the  bloom  of  youth  ;  much  lamented  by  all  who  lenew  him, 
but  particularly  by  Mr.  Blackkck  -3  who  fcarce  ever  mentions  his  name  without 
a  tear. 

Proud 


i 
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Proud  of  her  talk,  and  with  a  mother's  eyes  45 

Exulting  view'd  his  op'ning  graces  rife. 

O  !  with  what  ardor  did  his  piercing  view, 

Through  every  maze  of  nature,  truth  purfue  ! 

Sacred  to  virtue  and  the  mufe,  his  breaft 

With  Heaven's  own  lovelieft  image  was  imprefL  50 

Like  Heaven's  eternal  goodnefs  unconfin'd, 

His  foul j  with  one  fond  wifh,  embrac'd  mankind : 

For  them  his  time,  his  cares  were  all  employ'd  ; 

Their  griefs  he  felt,  their  happinefs  enjoy 'd  ; 

His  parents  now,  inbitternefs  of  pain,  55 

Shall  aik  from  Heaven  and  earth  their  fon  in  vain : 

In  vain,  his  friends,  with  pious  gifts  fhall  tell 

How  gay  he  blofTom'd,  and  how  early  fell. 

Through  all  his  frame  a  fever's  fury  reigns, 

Confumes  his  vitals,  and  inflames  his  veins,  60 

In  tears  the  falutary  arts  retreat, 

And  virtue  views  with  pangs  her  darling's  fate. 

Here  paufe,  my  friend,  and  with  due  candour  own 
Affliction's  cup  not  rnix'd.fe  thee  alone  ; 
Others,  like  thee,  its  dire  contents  muft  drain3  65 
And  {hare  their  full  inheritance  of  pain. 

But 


Several  Occasions, 


But  O  !  may  brighter  hours  thy  life  attend  ; 

Such  as  from  Heaven  on  happy  love  defcend  ; 

Such  gleams,  as  ft  ill  on  confcious  virtue  mine 

By  God  and  man  approv'd,  be  ever  thine.  70 

May  reafon,  arm'd  with  each  perfuafive  art, 

Infpire  thy  precepts,  as  me  guides  thy  heart : 

Nor  let  thy  foul  the  fmalleft  portion  know 

Of  all  my  paft  diftrefs,  or  prefent  woe. 


An  EPITAPH,  on  his  Father. 

TT  ERE  drop,  benevolence,  thy  facred  tear, 

A  friend  of  human  kind  repofes  here : 
A  man,  content  itfelf,  and  God,  to  know ; 
A  heart,  with  every  virtue  form'd  to  glow : 
A  foul  fuperior  to  each  mean  difguife  ;  5 
Truth's  facred  voice,  and  pity's  melting  eyes  : 
Beneath  each  prefTure,  uniformly  great ; 
In  life  untainted,  unfurpriz'd  by  fate  t 

B  b  Such 
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Such,  tho'  obfcur'd  by  various  ills,  he  fhone ; 
Confol'd  his  neighbours  woes,  and  bore  his  own  :  10 
Heav'n  faw,  and  fnatch'd  from  fortune's  rage  its  prey, 
To  fhare  the  triumphs  of  eternal  day. 


To  Mrs.  Anne  Blacklock,  the  Author's 

Mother. 

With  a  Copy  of  the  Scotch  Edition  of  his  Poems. 

THOU!  who  gav'ft  me  firft  this  world  t'explore, 
Whofe  frame,  for  me,  a  mother's  anguifh  borej 
For  me,  whofe  heart  its  vital  current  drain'd, 
Whofe  bofom  nurs'd  me,  and  whofe  arms  fuflain'd  : 
What  tho'  thy  fon,  dependent,  weak,  and  blind,  5 
Deplore  his  wifhes  check'd,  his  hopes  coniin'd  ? 
Tho'  want,  impending,  cloud  each  chearlefs  day, 
And  death  with  life  feem  flruggling  for  their  prey  ? 
Let  this  confole,  if  not  reward,  thy  pain, 
Unhappy  he  may  live,  but  riot  in  vain-  10 


PRO- 
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PROLOGUE  to  OTHELLO: 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Love,  at  the  Opening  of  the  Play-houfe  in 

Dumfries. 

"\,7*E  fouls !  by  foft  humanity  infpir'd, 

For  gen'rous  hearts  and  manners  free  admir'd  ; 
Where  tafte  and  commerce,  amicably  join'd3 
Imbellifh  life,  and  cultivate  the  mind  : 
Without  a  blufh  you  may  fupport  our  ftage  ;  5 
No  tainted  joys  fhall  here  your  view  engage. 
To  tickle  fools  with  proftituted  art, 
Debauch  the  fancy,  and  corrupt  the  heart. 
Let  others  ftoop  ;  fuch  meannefs  we  defpife, 
And  pleafe  with  virtuous  objects  virtuous  eyes.  •  10 

The  tender  foul  what  dire  convulsions  tear, 
When  whifp'ring  villains  gain  th'  incautious  ear ; 
How  heav'nly  mild,  yet  how  intenfely  bright, 
Fair  Innocence,  tho'  clouded,  Urikes  the  fight ; 
What  endlefs  plagues  from  jealous  fondnefs  flow,  1  5 

This  night  our  faithful  fcenes  attempt  to  mow  : 

B  b  2  No 
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No  new-born  whim,  no  hafty  flafh  of  wit ; 

But  nature's  dictates  by  great  Shakespeare  writ. 

Immortal  bard!  who,  with  a  mailer  hand, 
Could  all  the  movements  of  the  foul  command  -y 
With  pity  fboth,  with  terror  fhake  her  frame  y 
In  love  diffolve  her,  or  to  rage  inflame. 

To  tafte  and  virtue,  heav 'n-defcended  pair ! 
While  pleas'd  we  thus  devote  our  art  and  care ; 
To  crown  our  ardor,  let  your  fav 'ring  fmile 
Reward  our  hopes,  and  animate  our  toil : 
So  may  your  eyes  no  weeping  moments  know, 
But  when  they  fhare  fome  Desdaemona's  woe. 


20 


25 


PROLOGUE  to  HAMLET, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Love,  at  Dumfries. 

ITNSPIR'D  with  pleafing  hope  to  entertain, 
*  Once  more  we  offer  Shakespeare's  heav'nly  (train; 
While,  hov  ring  round,  his  laurel'd  made  furveys 
What  eyes  (hall  pour  their  tribute  to  his  praife  ; 


What 
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What  hearts  with  tender  pity  mall  regret 
The  bitter  grief  that  clouds  Ophelia's  fate. 

Once  fair  fhe  flourim'd,  nature's  joy  and  pride, 
But  droop'd  and  wither'd,  when  a  father  dy'd. 
Severe  extremes  of  tendernefs  and  woe, 
When  love  and  virtue  mourn  one  common  blow; 
When  griefs  alternate  o'er  the  bofom  reign, 
And  ev'ry  fenfe,  and  ev'ry  thought  is  pain! 
Here  nature  triumph'd,  on  her  throne  fublime, 
And  mock'd  each  pygmy  mufe  of  later  time ; 
Till  Shakespeare  touch'd  the  foul  with  all  her  fmart, 
And  ftamp'd  her  living  image  on  the  heart. 

From  his  inftructive  fong  we  deeply  feel, 
How  vainly  guilt  its  horrors  would  conceah 
Tho'  night  and  filence  with  the  fraud  confpire, 
To  bid  the  crime  from  human  fearch  retire ; 
Tho'  yet  the  traitor  feem  from  harm  fecure, 
And  fate  a  while  fufpend  th'  avenging  hour : 
Tho'  fortune  nurfe  him  with  a  mother's  care,. 
And  deck  her  pageant  in  a  fhort-liv'd  glare  t 
In  vain  he  ftruggles  to  difguife  his  fmart, 
A  living  plague  corrodes  his  ulcer'd  heart ; 
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While  evYy  form  of  ruin  meets  his  eyes, 
And  heav'n's  vindictive  terrors  round  him  rife. 

Such  falutary  truths  their  light  diffufe, 
Where  honours  due  attend  the  tragic  mufe ; 
Deep  by  her  facred  lignature  imprefl, 
They  mingle  with  the  foul,  and  warm  the  breaft. 
Hence  taught  of  old,  the  pious  and  the  fage, 
With  veneration,  patroniz'd  the  ftage. 

But,  foft !  methinks  you  cry  with  fome  furprize, 
"  How  long  intend  you  thus  to  moralize  ?" 
Our  prologue  deviates  from  eftablifh'd  rules, 
Nor  mocks  the  fair,  nor  calls  the  critics  fools, 
*Tis  true ;  but,  dully  fond  of  common  fenfe, 
We  ftill  think  fpleen  to  wit  has  no  pretence  $ 
Think  impudence  is  far  remote  from  fpirit, 
And  modefty,  tho'  auk  ward,  has  fome  merit. 


Several  Occasions.  ipi 


The  Author's  PICTURE. 

"^TTTHILE  in  my  matchlefs  graces  wrapt  I  ftand, 

f  ™    And  touch  each  feature  with  a  trembling  hand; 
Deign,  lovely  Self  !  with  art  and  nature's  pride, 
To  mix  the  colours,  and  the  pencil  guide. 

Self  is  the  grand  purfuit  of  half  mankind  r  5 
How  vaft  a  croud  by  felf,  like  me,  are  blind ! 
By  felf,  the  fop,  in  magic  colours  fhown, 
Tho'  fcorn'd  by  ev'ry  eye,  delights  his  own : 
When  age  and  wrinkles  feize  the  conqu'ring  maidy 
Self,  not  the  glafs,  reflects  the  flatt'ring  made.  10 
Then,  wonder-working  felf!  begin  the  lay  y 
Thy  charms  to  others,  as  to  me,  dilplay. 

Straight  is  my  perfon,  but  of  little  lize  j. 
Lean  are  my  cheeks,  and  hollow  are  my  eyes : 
My  youthful  down  is,  like  my  talents,  rare ;  15 
Politely  diftant  ftands  each  fingle  hair. 
My  voice,  too  rough  to  charm  a  lady's  ear  j 
So  fmooth,  a  child  may  liften  without  fear  y 

Not 
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Not  form 'd  in  cadence  foft  and  warbling  lays, 

To  footh  the  fair  thro*  pleasure's  wanton  ways.  20 

My  form  fo  fine,  fo  regular,  fo  new ; 

My  port  fo  manly,  and  fo  frem  my  hue ; 

Oft,  as  I  meet  the  croud,  they  laughing  fay, 

£t  See,  fee  Memento  mori  crofs  the  way." 

The  ravifh'd  Proserpine  at  laft,  we  know,  25 

Grew  fondly  jealous  of  her  fable  beau  ; 

But  thanks  to  nature  !  none  from  me  need  fly ; 

One  heart  the  Devil  could  wound —  Co  cannot  I. 

Yet,  tho'  my  perfon  fearlefs  may  be  feen, 
There  is  fome  danger  in  my  graceful  mien :  30 
For,  as  fome  veffel,  to&'d  by  wind  and  tide, 
Bounds  o'er  the  waves,  and  rocks  from  fide  to  lide ; 
In  juft  vibration  thus  I  always  move  : 
This  who  can  view,  and  not  be  forc'd  to  love  ? 

Hail!  charming  felf !  by  whofe  propitious  aid  35 
My  form  in  all  its  glory  Hands  difplay'd : 
Be  prefent  {till ;  with  infpiration  kind, 
Let  the  fame  faithful  colours  paint  the  mind. 

Like 


c 
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Like  all  mankind,  with  vanity  I'm  bleis'd  ; 
Confcious  of  wit  I  never  yet  pofTefs'd. 
To  ftaong  defires  my  heart  an  eafy  prey, 
Oft  feels  their  force,  but  never  owns  their  fway« 
This  hour,  perhaps,  as' death  I  hate  my  foe  ; 
The  next  I  wonder  why  I  mould  do  fo. 
Tho'  poor,  the  rich  I  view  with  carelefs  eye  ; 
Scorn  a  vain  oathr  and  hate  a  ferious  lye. 
I  ne'er,  for  fatire,  torture  common  fenfe ; 
Nor  mow  my  wit  at  God's,  nor  man's  expence. 
Harmlefs  I  live,  unknowing  and  unknown  ; 
WiOi  well  to  all,  and  yet  do  good  to  none. 
Unmerited  contempt  I  hate  to  bear  ; 
Yet  on  my  faults,  like  others,  am  fevere. 
Dimoneft  flames  my  bofom  never  fire ; 
The  bad  I  pity,  and  the  good  admire : 
Fond  of  the  mufe,  to  her  devote  my  days, 
And  fcribble —  not  for  pudding,  but  for  pratfe. 

These  carelefs  lines  if  any  virgin  hears, 

Perhaps,  in  pity  to  my  joylefs  years, 

She  may  confent  a  gen'rous  flame  to  own ; 

And  I  no  longer  Ugh  the  nights  alone. 

C  c 
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But,  mould  the  fair,  affe&ed,.  vain,  or  nice, 
Scream  with  the  fears  infpir'd  by  frogs  or  mice 
Cry,  Save  us,  heav'n  !  a  fpeclre,  not  a  man  ! 
Her  hartfhorn  fnatch,  or  interpofe  her  fan  : 
If  I  my  tender  overture  repeat  ; 
O !  may  my  vows  her  kind  reception  meet ! 
May  fhe  new  graces  on  my  form  beftow, 
And,  with  tall  honours,  dignify  my  brow  !  * 


An  Extempore  EPIGRAM;: 

On  a  Girl  bringing  in  a  Bottle  of  Wine.. 

TErrestrial  Hebe  !  come,  and  banifh  woe  ; 
Let  mighty  wine  in  gen'rous  bumpers  flow : 
All  flame,  all  fpirit,  let  the  glafs  go  round  ; 
Each  face  be  brighten'd,  and  each  wifli  be  crown'd. 

*  The  manner,  in  which  our  Author  has  conducted  this  piece,  is  very  re- 
markable. None,  but  one  poffefled  of  Mr.  Blacklock's  happy  temper  of 
mind,  would  have  been  fo  pleafant  at  his  own  expence.  However,  lelt  the 
Ladies  of  future  ages  mould  think  this  humorous  defcription  real,  it  may  not 
be  improper  to  tell  them,  that,  if  the  original  had  been  in  the  hands  of  a  faith- 
ful Painter,  the  picture  would  by  no  means  have  been  fo  ludicrous. 

R.  H. 


Atlas, 


Several  Occasions.  15)9 

Atlas,  the  prop  of  Jove's  fublime  abodes,  5 

Oft  groans  beneath  the  weight  of  ftagg'ring  gods ; 

Their  great  example  let  us  then  purfue ; 

We  cannot  err  in  what  our  authors  do : 

Like  them  in  joys  unconfcious  of  allay, 

Laugh,  drink,  and  ring  eternity  away*  10 

To  a  Gentleman,  who  asked  my  Senti- 
ments of  him. 

AnEPIGRA  M. 

DEAR  F  abius  !  me  if  well  you  know, 
You  ne'er  will  take  me  for  your  foe  j 
If  right  yourfeif  you  comprehend, 
You  ne'er  will  take  me  for  your  friend. 
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On  PUNCH: 
An    E    PIG    R  A 

T  T  E  N  C  E  !  reftlefs  care,  and  low  defign ;;. 

*       Hence !  foreign  compliments  and  wine : 

Let  gen 'rous  Britons,  brave  and  freer 

Still  boaft  their  Punch  and  honefty. 

Life  is  a  bumper  fill'd  by  fate, 

And  we  the  guefts  who  fhare  the  treat ; 

Where  ftrong,  inrlpid,  fharp  and  fweet, 

Each  other  duly  temp'ring,  meet. 

A  while  with  joy  the  fcene  is  crown'd  ;. 

A  while  the  catch  and  toaft  go  round : 

And,  when  the  full  caroufe  is  o'er. 

Death  puffs  the  lights,  and  fhuts  the  doorw 

Say  then,  Phyficians  of  each  kind, 

Who  cure  the  body,  or  the  mind  ; 

What  harm  in  drinking  can  there  be, 

Since  Punch  and  life  fo  well  agree  ? 


TO 
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On    M   A    R   R   I   A   G  E: 
An    E  P  I  G  R  A  M. 

^T'OUNG  C  eli  a,  now  a  blooming  bride,. 

-**    Sat  from  Her  friends  apart,  and  cry'd 
Her  faithful  Chloe  view'd  her  care, 
And  thus  confol'd  the  weeping  fair  : 

Good  heav'n  !  in  tears !  forfhame!  look  gay  g 
Nor  cloud  with  grief  your  nuptial  day. 
If  brides  in  tears  receive  their  ipoufes, 
What  muft  the  haplefs  wretch  who  lofes  ? 
Belides,  my  dear,  you  know  'tis  reafon^ 
That  all  things  have  a  proper  feafon i  i<Q 
Now,  'tis  in  marriage  a  plain  cafe,, 
That  crying  holds  the  fecond  place. . 
Let  vulgar  fouls  in  forrow  fink, 
Who  always  act,  and  never  think  : 

But,  to  reflecting  minds  like  you,.  1  1*5 : 

Marriage  can  fure  have  nothing  new. 
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On   the  SAME. 
An    E  P  I  G  R  A 

"l"T7HOEVER  feals  the  marriage  vow, 

!;  *    'Tis  well  agreed,  makes  one  of  two : 
But  who  can  tell,  fave  G — d  alone, 
What  numbers  may  make  two  of  one* 


An  EPITAPH, 

On   a   Favourite  LAP-DOG. 

T  NEVER  bark'd  when  out  of  feafon; 

A-  I  never  bit  without  a  reafon ; 

I  ne'er  infulted  weaker  brother ; 

Nor  wrong'd  by  force  nor  fraud  another. 

Though  brutes  are  plac'd  a  rank  below, 

Happy  for  man,  he  could  fay  fo ! 


A  Speech 


[  m  } 


A  Speec  h,  delivered  by  the  Author, 
before  an  Amicable  Society 
at  Edinburgh, 

Mr.  Presiden  t, 

WERE  an  orator  to  draw  any  advantage  to  his  ch a- 
racter  from  the  caufe  he  pleads,  few  opportunities 
could  be  more  favourable  to  fuch  a  defign  than  the  prefent: 
but  unhappily  for  me  !  in  proportion  to  the  excellency  of  the 
fubject  treated,  it  is  expected,  that  the  fentiments  and  ftile 
fhould  rife  in  dignity  and  juftnefs;  yet,  however  unequal  to 
my  prefent  tafk  the  execution  may  be,  I  flatter  myfelf  that 
the  fubjecl:  will  frill  be  thought  worthy  your  attention*  As 
advancement  in  knowledge  and  virtue  is  the  mofl:  worthy 
purfuit  of  intelligent  beings ;  fo  it  is  the  mofl:  fTriking  and 
amiable  recommendation  to  our  efteem,  where-ever  we  be- 
hold it:  This  is  the  noble  end- which  friend mip  propofes  ; 
this  the  generous  fpirit  which  animates  the  prefent  Society. 

Friendfhip  may  be  defined  "  a  fentiment  of  high  appro- 
"  bation  entertained  by  two  or  more  perfons,  begun  and  con- 
"  tinned  by  a  confcioufnefs  of  virtue  in  each  ;  heighten'd 
"  and  improved  by  familiarity,  and  a*  mutual  intercourfe  of 
kind  offices."  Other  circumftances  there  are  (fuch  as 
equality  of  age  and  flation,  flmilarity  in  temper  and  opinion, 
unity  of  tafle  and  genius,  which  may  contribute  much  to 
this  connection  :  But  thefe  are  too  numerous  and  too  little 
5  effential 
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cfTential  to  friendfnip,  to  be  either  eafily  comprehended  in. 
any  general  definition,  or  abfolutely  necefTary  to  conftitute 

it.  \   

It  has  been  a  fubjccT:  of  warm  difpute  for  many  ages, 
u  Whether  friend  (hip  from  feliifli  regards ;  from  a  fenfe  of 
"  indigence  and  weaknefs  in  particulars ;  and  from  the  ac- 
4f  celfion  of  ilrength  and  influence  which  may  accrue  to 
"  them,  by  their  union  with  others."  Is  it  necefTary  that 
.this  mould  fall  under  our  prefent  confideration  ?  Nay,  may 
it  not  be  further  afked,  Whether  reafon  is  a  proper  and  im- 
mediate judge  of  this  cafe  ?  Does  not  every  man's  heart,  at 
firft  view,  pronounce  fuch  an  opinion  equally  abfurd  and 
unworthy  of  human  nature  ?  Can  we  readily  confefs,  that, 
even  in  the  animal  world,  we  recognize  amiable  inffin&s 
and  tender  fentiments,  which  cannot  pollihiy  be  fuppofed  to 
.arife  from  felrlfh  motives ;  and  yet  deny  the  fame  beautiful 
xonftitution  in  the  human  nature,  which  is  allowed  more 
like  God  himfelf  than  any  other  that  falls  under  our  ob- 
fervation  ? 

'Tis  acknowlcged,  that  inferior  ranks  of  being  are  more 
Cwayed  by  impulfe  and  appetite  than  we,  that  their  atten- 
tion is  almoft  wholly  ingrofs'd  by  prefent  gratification  ;  and 
that  they  are  little,  or  not  at  all,  capable  of  reafoning  from 
analogy  and  paft  experience  ;  or  of  judging  by  an  induction 
,of  firnilar  circum fiances,  of  future  events.  Thofe  inftances 
of  feeming  foreflght  which  may  be  difcovered  in  ants  and 
bees,  are  feldom  attributed  to  reflection,  and  a  confeioufnefs 
of  approaching  winter :  Yet,  it  would  feem  from  thefe, 
gentlemen,  that  ali  their  actions  mud  be  refolved  into  views 
-of  future  intereft  and  pleafure.  Excellent  reafoning  this, 
and  worthy  the  mod  fublime  philofophy  !  When  we  would 
detract:  frcm  animal  nature,  we  deny  them  the  fmallelf, 

dawn 
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dawn  of  reafon  :  When  we  would  obliterate  every  thing 
lovely  or  graceful  in  our  own,  we  aflert,  that  no  feniible  be- 
ing can  act  but  from  diftant  and  interefted  views. 

The  hen  is,  by  one  of  our  beft  authors,  faid  to  be  among 
the  moil:  ftupid  animals,  yet  when  fhe  refigns  the  free  pof- 
fellion  of  the  fields  and  air,  when  with  the  moft  tender  a  (11- 
duity,  fhe  confines  herfelf  to  one  place  and  fituation,  when 
fhe  continues  indefatigable  in  her  tafk,  notwithftanding  cold 
and  other  hardfhips ;  when  fhe  facrifices  her  ftrongeft  and 
moft  favourite  appetites  to  the  production  and  nouriihment 
of  her  young :  All  this  we  muft  no  doubt  imagine,  arifes 
from  her  fage  concluflon,  that,  in  the  fpace  of  three  weeks 
fhe  fhall  have  the  pleafure  to  fee  a  race  of  beings  produced, 
which  will  pick  up  food  for  her,  and  protect  her  in  her  old 
age.  Nay  (fince,  in  complaifance  to  our  hypothefis,  we  have 
dignified  her  with  no  mean  portion  of  reafon)  may  we  not 
fuppofe  further,  that  fhe  confiders  them  as  the  heirs  of  her 
fortune,  and  deftin'd  to  the  important  tafk  of  propagating 
her  name  and  pofteri'ty  ? 

But  not  to  dwell  too  long  on  this  circumftance  :  If  we  will 
confult  the  unprejudiced  fentiments  of  our  hearts,  are  we  not 
confcious  of  loving  fomething  ultimately,  and  for  its  own 
fake  ?  Have  the  mod  diffufive  benevolence,  the  moft  im- 
partial juftice,  the  ftricteft  temperance,  the  moft  con fu in- 
mate wifdom,  the  moft  invincible  magnanimity,  no  intrinfic 
charms  ?  Do  not  the  very  ideas  of  characters  and  intentions 
(even  abftracted  from  all  the  circumftances  of  time,  place, 
and  perfon),  yield  the  mind  a  pleafure,  infinitely  fuperior  in 
reality,  quantity,  and  duration,  to  all  the  gratifications  ot 
felfifh  affection,  tho'  their  fruition  could  be  united  together 
in  the  fame  inftant  ?  When  we  form  a  generous  with,  or  do 

D  d  a  liberal 
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a  liberal  action,  are  we  in  the  leaft  confcious  of  fuch  a  re- 
flection, as  that  it  may  be  productive  of  future  benefit  or 
pleafure  to  us  ?  In  inftances  of  companion,  when  we  increafe 
our  own  neceflities  to  fupply  thofe  of  the  lufferer  ;  or  while 
we  fave  the  lives  of  others  with  the  imminent  hazard,  and 
fometimes  at  the  expence  of  our  own ;  what  future  golden 
expectations  can  actuate  us  ?  What  chimerical  profpects, 
what  feas  of  milk,  and  fhips  of  amber,  carry  us  on  in  fuch 
romantic  projects  ? 

Let  us  then,  with  candour  own,  that  fuch  is  the  lovely 
frame  of  our  nature,  fuch  the  benignant  conftitution,  which 
we  owe  to  our  Creator  ;  that  we  muft  love  virtue  and  vir- 
tuous perfons  (imply  and  ultimately  for  themfelves.  And, 
though  all  things  in  nature  have  an  innate  tendency  to 
like  things,  yet  can  fhe  boaft  no  attraction  fo  delightful,  fo 
ftrong,  fo  univerfal  as  this.    For  of  all  the  deilres  of  the 
human  heart,  where  it  remains  untainted  by  vice,  fuch  as 
lead  us  to  virtue  and  her  admirers,  are  alone  infatiable  of 
their  objects.    Gratification  only  roufes  them  to  a  greater 
keennefs,  and  extends  them  to  admit  higher  degrees  of  en- 
joyment.   Hence  it  is,  that  as  every  one  is  leaft  dependent 
on  external  advantages,  and  places  all  his  happinefs  in  his 
own  mind ;  fuch  an  one  is  ever  moft  remarkable  for  culti- 
vating friend  (hip  with  the  greateft  ardour  and  fidelity.  Bene- 
volence indeed  is  not  entirely  confined  in,  its  influence  and 
operations  to  particulars  ;  it  makes  the  univerfal  good  its, 
proper  object ;  but  in  friendfhip  it  exerts  itfelf  with  more 
force  and  alacrity.    For,  as  rational  beings  are  removed  at 
a  greater  diftance  from  us,,  their  fituations  and  difpofltions 
are  kfs  ftrikingly  perceived  by  us ;  and,  confequently,  the 
peculiar  emotions,  that  each  of  thefe  naturally  excites,  are 
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lefs  forcible.  But  our  friends  are  ftill  at  hand,  and  their 
concerns  always  obvious  to  our  view.  Hence  the  different 
affections  excited  by  them  carry  us  more  fwiftly  into  action, 
and  engage  us  more  warmly  in  it :  Thus  the  union  of  friend- 
fhip  is  little  lefs  intimate  than  that  of  the  foul  with  the  body  ; 
each  of  the  parties  as  it  were  acquiring  new  instruments  of 
perception,  and  powers  of  action,  from  that  relation.  And 
it  is  frequently  a  question  with  them,  whether  they  are  more 
their  own  property,  or  that  of  their  friends.  So  far  is  friend- 
fhip  from  being  a  felfifh  purfuit,  that  the  advantages  arising 
from  it  are  its  confequences,  not  its  caufes. 

Yet,  however  excellent  this  Society  may  be,  however  agree- 
able to  nature,  and  however  fruitful  of  all  that  makes  us 
fecure  and  happy  ;  there  are  not  wanting,  in  common  life, 
who  make  very  free  with  its  character,  and  urge,  in  juftifl- 
cation  of  what  they  fay,  the  fpecious  title  of  experience. 
Friendfhip,  they  tell  us,  is  a  mere  name,  an  ens  rationis, 
which,  by  its  flattering  appearance,  courts,  us  to  the  fnare ; 
and  there  leaves  us  to  beat  the  wing,  and  struggle  in  perpe- 
tual uneafinefs,  or  perim.    No  fooner,  according  to  them, 
are  we  entered  into  the  fairy  fcene,  than  felfifhnefs,  difcord, 
and  treachery,  difplay  their  horrid  forms,  and  blaft  all  its 
imaginary  beauties.    Thefe  are  common- place  lamentations, 
but  what  do  they  difcover  ?  Do  they  fhew  us,  that  friendfhip 
is  not  according  to  nature  ?  that  it  is  uneafy,  or  impractica- 
ble ?  far  from  it.    The  mighty  fecret  is  only  £his,  that  the 
perfons  whofe  pathetic  complaints  we  have  been  hearing, 
wanted  a  fufflcient  fhare  of  prudence  or  difintereftednefs  to 
fupport  the  dignity  of  fuch  engagements.     A  grand  difco- 
very,  this !  but  fuch  an  one,  as  might  have  been  made 
with  much  lefs  pains  and  rhetoric.    If  leagues  of  interest  and 
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pleafure  facrilegioufly  ufurp  the  name  of  friendfhip,  why 
fhould  we  wonder  if  the  ties  are  broken  afunder  with  noife 
and  tumult,  when  the  parties  become  competitors  in  their 
darling  aim  ? 

There  is  another  clafs,  generally  called  friends,  who  are 
joined  by  accident,  humour,  or  caprice.    Thefe  make  a 
mighty  buttle  in  their  fondnefs ;  nothing  paffes,  for  fome 
time,  amongft  them,  but  careffes  and  compliments.  When, 
lo!  circumftances  are  reverfed,  the  whim  changes,  and  all 
their  loquacious  tendernefs  vanifhes  in  air.    Often  too,  in- 
connections  much  better  founded,  an  unforgiving  fpirit  pre- 
vails.   Our  own  weakneflfes  are  viewed  with  a  partial  eye ; 
thofe  of  our  friends  magnified  to  a  gigantic  ftature.  Nothing 
is  expected  from  them  but  perfection  ;  while,  alas !  all  the 
return  we  can  often  make  is  ill-humour  and  infirmity.  If 
thefe  are  incident  to  human  life,  if  they  are  the  misfortunes 
of  our  nature,  muft  we  blame  friendfhip  for  them  ?  How 
unjuft,  how  impious,  would  fueh  a  conduct  be  ?  Let  us  think 
more  maturely  and  deliberately,  and  we  fhall  foon  turn  our 
execrations  on  ourfelves :    We  fhall  foon  find.,  that  we  have 
either  been  too  imprudent  in  choofing  our  friends,  or  too 
variable  in  fupporting  what  we  had  fo  rafhly  begun.  Friend- 
fhip, that  friendfhip  which  renowned  a  Damo?t  and  ^ythias^ 
a  Pylades  and  Oreftes,  a  T?hefeus  and  Pirithous,  is  incapable 
of  change,  or  extinction.    It  is  gentle,  pure,  permanent, 
bright,  and  immortal,  as  the  fouls  in  which  it  exifts. 

Others  object,  more  charitably,  that  friend fhip  is  fcarcely 
to  be  confidered  in  the  light  of  virtue  and  duty  ;  that  human 
nature  has  fufficient  propenfities  to  contract  it,  without  being 
influenced  by  the  motives  of  politive  reward  ;  and  that,  as 
a  1  jns  collects  the  rays  of  the  fun,  fo  friendfhip  contracts  the 
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affections  of  the  mind  ;  which,  for  that  reafon,  operate  with 
more  violence  upon  objects  at  hand,  but  are  lefs  diffufive  in 
their  influence. —  'Tis  to  little  purpofe  for  me  to  examine  the 
merits  of  friendship  metaphyflcally :  Let  thofe,  who  are 
impelled  to  action  by  that  lovely  affection,  while  in  due  Sub- 
ordination to  the  reft  ;  let  thofe  judge  how  far  they  are  vir- 
tuous ;  and  to  what  reward  they  are  intitled.  If  indeed  a 
blind  affection  takes  up  the  whole  attention  of  the  mind,  if 
it  contracts  her  views,  and  limits  the  exercife  of  her  nobler 
powers ;  fuch  an  affection  is  a  vice,  but  far  from  being  in- 
titled  to  the  facred  name  of  Friendship,  which  can  only  be 
inlpired  and  conducted  by  virtue. 

In  fhort,  if  to  fuftain  weaknefs,  to  fupply  indigence,  to 
advife  imprudence,  to  reprove  and  rectify  error,  be  virtues, 
thefe  friendfhip  may  affume  by  the  mofl  unquestionable 
right.  Are  our*  fpirits  depreffed  by  misfortune,  or  conflitu- 
tion  ?  She,  like  a  falutary  ray  from  Heaven,  diffipates  the 
gloom  ;  and  throws  a  new  fplendor  over  the  face  of  nature. 
Are  our  powers  relaxed  with  continued  exertion  ?  Her  gentle 
yet  efficacious  influence  braces  every  nerve,  winds  up  the 
inert  machine,  and  gives  it  indefatigable  energy.  By  her  our 
ftudies  are  enlivened  with  new  force  ;  and  our  purfuits  acce- 
lerated by  the  hopes  of  a  new  reward.  Life  and  pleafure, 
by  her  influence,  are  cultivated  with  new  relifh  ;  by  her  they 
become  objects  worthy  of  our  concern. 

While  the  ruling  paffions  of  fome  direct  them  to  honour, 
of  others  to  riches,  of  others  to  fame,  and  of  others  to  in- 
dependency of  life  ;  while  numbers  are  allured  by  the  glare 
of  drefs  and  equipage,  and  fome  by  the  more  laudable  pro- 
fecution  of  knowledge ;  each  of  them  expreffes  no  final]  de- 
gree of  contempt  for  his  neighbour's  choice ;  but  friendfhip 
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is  the  univerfal  fubject  of  praife.  To  her,  as  to  their  com- 
mon fource  of  felicity,  men  of  all  taftes  and  profeilions  pay 
the  unfeigned  acknowlegements  of  their  hearts.  Without 
her  the  world  is  folitary ;  fcience  a  barren  and  forbidding 
employment ;  and  nature  itfelf  no  more  a  fyftem,  but  a  col- 
lection of  jarring  and  detached  parts,  whofe  beginning  or 
end  are  no  longer  explicable. 

Almoft  every  object  of  our  defires  is  only  accommodated 
to  one  peculiar  end ;  riches  procure  external  fplendor  and  en- 
joyment ;  a  number  of  dependants  extends  our  power  and 
influence  ;  pofts  of  honour  acquire  obedience  and  refpect ; 
but  friend  (hip  brings  along  with  it  every  other  good  which  we 
can  wifh.  Other  advantages  are  only  fuited  to  certain  times, 
places,  and  circumstances ;  friendship  is  beneficial  at  all 
times,  and  in  all  places.  She  is  every-where  prefent,  every- 
where active,  every-where  munificent.  The  flowing  Itream, 
the  cooling  breeze,  the  chearful  light  of  Heaven,  difpenfe 
not  more  univerfal  nor  more  valuable  blefllngs  than  fhe.  She 
gilds  profperity  with  double  luftre ;  and,  by  participation, 
makes  adverfity  itfelf  fupportable. 

A  friend,  when  he  beholds  another  united  to  him  by  the 
fame  endearing  tie,  beholds,  as  it  were,  the  reflected  image 
of  himfelf ;  and  partaking  in  the  molt  fenfible  manner  thefe 
fentiments  which  arife  from  the  viciflitudes  of  his  friend's 
fortune,  he  enjoys  the  pleafures  of  affluence  in  poverty,  of 
glory  in  obfcurity,  of  company  in  folitude,  of  health  in 
ficknefs,  and  (what  is  (till  more  furprifing)  of  life  in  death. 
The  laft  thought  is  much  better  exprefTed  by  Cicero —  Cum- 
que  plurimas  et  maximas  commoditates  amicitia  contineaty  turn 
ilia  nimirum  prceftat  omnibus,  quod  bona  fpe  prcelucet  in  futu- 
rum  \  nec  debilitari  animos,  aut  cadere  patitur :  Verum  enimf 

amicum 


before  an  Amicable  Society.  207 

amicum  qui  intuetur^  tanquam  exemplar  aliquod  intuetur  fuk 
^uocirca  et  abfentes  adfunt^  et  egentes  abundant^  et  imbecilles 
valent^  et^  (quod  difficilius  diSiu  eft) \  mortui  vivwtt. 

Thus  has  my  attachment  to  my  fubjecT:  carried  me  into 
eulogiums  which  perhaps  may  not  bear  a  critical  examina- 
tion. Be  it  far  from  me,  to  throw  a  made  over  this  weak- 
nefs,  by  calling  it  an  amiable  one.  Were  I  to  plead  any 
advantage  from  my  propensity  to  friendfhip,  it  would  be 
that  this  Society  may  act  like  friends ;  and  agreeably  to  the 
intention  of  fuch  probationary  efTays,  deliver  their  impartial 
judgments  of  what  has  been  faid. 
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ON  THE 

Immortality  of  the  SOUL. 

A  N 

E      S      S      A  Y. 

7*he  Jlars  /hall  fade  away,  the  fun  himfelf 
Grow  dim  with  age,  and  nature  fink  in  years  ; 
But  thou  fhalt  flourifh  in  immortal  youth, 
Unhurt  amidjl  the  warring  elements, 
The  wrecks  of  matter,  and  the  crujh  of  worlds. 

Mr.  Acldifon's  Cato. 

• 

"IT7HOEVER  will  turn  his  intellectual  eyes  inwardly, 
YY  and  make  his  mind  the  fubjedt  of  its  own  attention, 
will  eafily  difcover  traces  of  energy  and  grandeur  beyond  all 
that  can  ftrike  the  corporeal  fenfes :  And  in  proportion  as 
the  mind  is  fuccefsfully  cultivated,  all  her  inimitable  graces 
arife  in  number  and  brightnefs.  Modifications  of  found  and 
colour,  fymmetry  and  order  of  parts,  proper  difpofitions  of 
light  and  fhade,  are  only  faint  imitations  of  this  internal 
beauty  ;  and  owe  their  brighter!  charms  to  the  tendency  they 
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have  toward  elevating  the  mind  above  them,  to  the  contem- 
plation of  her  own  majeftic  form. 

Is  it  not  then  natural,  and  highly  agreeable  to  all  our  ex- 
periences, to  imagine,  that  this  fair  ftructure,  this  fupremely 
amiable  beauty,  mall  be  more  permanent  than  thofe  of  an 
inferior  kind  ?  What  a  different  appearance  would  the  whole 
conduct  of  nature  affume,  if  me  exprefTed  no  more  value 
for  thofe  of  her  works  which  feem  to  bear  the  higheft  im- 
preffions  of  her  art,  than  for  thofe  which,  in  proportion, 
appear  only  the  product  of  a  carelefs  hand  ?  Can  we  then 
be  ealily  led  to  think,  that  the  Soul,  which  of  all  the  known 
productions  of  nature,  teems  to  be  her  favourite  child,  mall 
only  be  coeval  with  the  flowers  of  the  field,  or  the  fading 
colours  of  the  rainbow  ?  And  as  the  hope,  that  nature  will 
proportion  the  duration  of  this  beauty  to  its  worth,  at  flrft 
view  appears  probable ;  fo  it  is  attended  with  advantages 
which  render  it  highly  worthy  of  indulgence.    And  though 
the  ftoical  notion  in  all  its  ftrictnefs  be  admitted,  "  That  we 
"  ought  to  hope  for  nothing  out  of  our  own  power,  and 
<£  that  immortality  is  one  of  the  fa)  waitl^p;"   yet  we 
are  in  no  danger  of  being  difappointed.    For  if  the  opinion 
is  true,  then  (hall  the  virtuous  become  poffefTed  of  all  they 
hoped  for  :  But  if  otherwife,  as  we  don't  furvive  our  lofs, 
fo  we  muft  be  abfolutely  infenfible  of  it.    Belides,  it  hinders 
not  in  the  leaft  our  purfuing  virtue  as  its  own  reward  ;  for 
as  exigence  in  itfelf  is  indifferently  capable  of  pleafure  and 
pain,  according  to  its  different  circum fiances,  it  can  never 
be  defired  merely  for  its  own  fake.    The  inftind  of  felf- 
prefervation  is  blind,  and  void  of  reflection ;  we  therefore 
wim  to  exift,  becaufe  exigence  is  necefTary  to  enjoyment. 
And  as  the  polleilion  of  virtue  is  perhaps  the  only  real  en- 

'  (a)  Things  not  in  our  power.   Vid.  EpiR.  Man. 
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joyment,  the  desire  of  Immortality  is,  or  ought  to  be,  that 
of  the  eternal  pofleflion  of  virtue.  The  only  dangerous 
extremes,  towards  which  the  opinion  of  a  future  ftate  can 
tend,  are,  either  when  ideas  of  that  ftate  inflame  the  mind 
with  fuch  desires  to  change  her  situation,  as  render  her  care- 
lefs  and  impatient  of  life,  or  cloud  her  with  fuperftition  and 
horror.  But  if  we  would  duly  regulate  our  paffions,  we 
ought  to  confix! er,  that  in  none  of  thefe  cafes  are  we  fit  for 
the  ftate  we  may  thus  purfue  or  avoid.  Nothing  is  more 
juft  than  that  antient  maxim,  "  That  we  ought  to  go  out  of 
"  life  as  from  a  plentiful  entertainment,  without  fatiety  or 
"  regret."  As  our  minds  advance  in  fuch  a  temper,  we 
may  begin  to  entertain  the  desire  of  Immortality  ;  and  try 
how  far  our  expectations  are  ill  or  well  founded.  But  in  this 
fearch,  as  in  all  other  matters  of  fact,  it  is  to  be  feared,  that 
v/e  muft  be  content  with  evidence  inferior  to  demonstration, 
though  sufficiently  ftrong  to  gain  our  afTent,  and  influence 
our  courfe  of  action. 

As  the  object  of  our  investigation  is  the  Soul,  it  is  natural 
to  examine  what  prefages  of  her  duration  may  be  difcovered 
in  her  natural  qualities  ;  what  in  thofe  which  are  called  mo- 
ral, and  their  relation  to  the  univerfe  in  general ;  and  what 
may  be  expected  from  the  goodnefs,  wifdom,  and  juftice  6*f 
her  Creator. 

One  obvious  quality  of  the  Soul,  is  that  of  fpontaneous 
motion  (a)  ;  every  man  feels  in  himfelf  a  free  principle  of 
activity,  the  motions  of  which  neither  begin  from  any  thing 
external,  nor  are  continued  by  it ;  but  are  eflfentially  inhe- 
rent in  the  Soul  itielf.  It  muft  be  confefTed,  that  we  are 
fir  ft  excited  to  action  by  perceptions  of  pleafure  and  pain,  or 

(a)  The  Immortality  of  the  Soul  proven  from  feif-motion. 
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by  judgments  formed  in  confequence  of  them  :  But  thefe 
perceptions  or  opinions  cannot  be  faid  to  act  on  the  mind  as 
one  part  of^matter  ads  upon  another :  For  whatever  the  fub- 
ftance  of  the  Soul  be,  yet  its  ideas  muft  be  immaterial  (b)  \ 
and  to  fuppofe  an  immaterial  thing  to  act  by  contact  or  im- 
pulfe,  is  abfurd.  When  one  body  impels  another,  there  is  no- 
thing requilite  to  move  the  body  impelled,  but  the  impulfe 
itfelf :  But  when  any  pleating  or  painful  perception  (which 
we  may  compare  to  the  Vis  impreffa)  awakens  the  attention 
of  the  mind ;  £he  in  moft  cafes  looks  round  her,  £he  delibe- 
rates whether  a  change  of  ftate  is  proper,  or  the  prefent  more 
eligible,  and  moves  or  reds  accordingly.  Whence  it  is  plain, 
that  any  perception  in  the  mind  contributes  no  further  to 
action,  than  by  exciting  the  active  powers ;  whereas  matter 
blindly  and  obftinately  continues  in  that  ftate  in  which  it  is, 
whether  of  motion  or  reft,  till  fome  other  adequate  caufe 
changes  it.  For  fuppofe  reft  to  be  the  ftate  of  any  body, 
fome  external  force  will  be  requifite  to  put  it  in  motion  ;  and, 
in  proportion,  as  that  force  is  great  cr  fmall,  the  motion  will 
be  fwift  or  flow.  But  if  this  body  did  not, continue  pertina- 
ciouily  in  its  former  ftate,  no  external  force  would  be  requi- 
fite  to  change  it ;  nor,  when  changed,  would  different  de- 
grees of  force  be  neceffary  to  move  the  body  in  different 
degrees  of  velocity.  And,  on  the  contrary,  when  motion  is 
impreffed  on  any  body,  to  bring  it  to  reft,  fome  force  ab  ex- 
tra  muft  always  be  applied,  and  that  too  in  proportion  to 
the  intended  effect.  Nor  is  this  refiftance  difcovered  in  bodies 
only  when  moved  in  particular  directions ;  for  'tis  found  not 
only  to  bear  proportion  to  the  Vis  impreffa^  but  likewife  to 
the  quantity  of  matter  moved  ;  i,  e.  to  the  quantity  of  its 

(b)  See  Wolhfion  on  Nat,  Religion. 
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folid  extended  parts.    But  if  it  were  poflible  to  abftract  from 
matter  the  qualities  of  folidity  and  extenfion,  the  matter, 
whence  thefe  qualities  were  abftracted,  would  no  longer  re- 
fill ;  and  confequently  refiftance  is  the  neceflary  refult  of 
them,  which  therefore  in  all  directions  muft  be  the  fame. 
Again,  if  the  degrees  of  refiftance  in  any  body  be  in  propor- 
tion to  the  Vis  imprejfa,  it  will  follow,  that  when  that  body 
is  confidered  in  any  particular  ftate,  whether  of  motion  or 
reft,  the  degrees  of  refiftance  will  either  indefinitely  multiply 
or  decreafe,  according  to  all  poliible  degrees  of  the  moving 
force.    But  when  the  fame  body  is  confidered  abfolutely,  or 
without  fixing  any  particular  ftate,  the  refiftance  is  immuta- 
ble ;  and  all  the  degrees  of  it,  which  that  body  would  exert 
upon  the  acceilion  of  any  imprefted  force,  muft  be  conceived 
as  actually  in  it.    Nor  can  matter  have  any  tendency  or  co- 
natus  contrary  to  that  refiftance;  for  if  it  has,  it  muft  either 
be  equal  or  fuperior  to  refiftance  itfelf :   If  equal,  the  two 
contrary  tendencies  would  deftroy  each  other ;  if  fuperior, 
the  refiftence  would  be  deftroyed,  and  the  excefs  of  this  ten- 
dency alone  remain  :  And  thus  change  would  eternally  fuc- 
ceed  to  change,  without  one  intermediate  inftant;  fo  that  no 
time  could  be  afligned  when  any  body  was  in  any  particular 
ftate.    Gravitation  itfelf,  the  moft  fimple  and  univerfal  law, 
feems  far  from  being  a  tendency  natural  to  matter;  fince  it  is 
found  to  act  internally,  and  not  in  proportion  to  the  fuper- 
flcies  of  any  body ;  which  it  would  do,  if  it  were  the  mecha- 
nical action  of  matter  upon  matter.   From  all  this  it  appears, 
that  matter,  confidered  merely  as  fuch,  is  fo  far  from  having 
a  principle  of  fpontaneous  motion,  that  it  is  ftubbornly  un- 
active,  and  muft  eternally  remain  in  the  fame  ftate  in  which 
it  happens  to  be,  except  influenced  by  fome  other,  i.  e.  fome 
immaterial  power.    The  human  Soul  therefore  muft  be  pof- 
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fefTed  of  fuch  a  power ;  for  every  one,  as  has  been  faid,  is 
confcious  of  an  internal  activity ;  and  to  difpute  this,  would 
be  to  difpute  us  out  of  one  of  the  moft  real  and  intimate 
perceptions  we  have. 

One  cannot  forbear  to  flop  here,  and  obferve,  that  though 
a  material  automaton  were  allowed  poflible,  yet  how  infi- 
nitely would  it  fall  fhort  of  that  force  and  celerity  which 
every  one  feels  in  himfelf  ?  How  dull  and  lazy  are  all  the 
motions  of  matter  which  fall  under  our  obfervation  ?  How 
flow  and  gradual  their  tranfitions  from  one  part  of  fpace  to 
another  ?  Whereas  the  mind,  by  one  inftantaneous  effort 
meafures  the  diftance  from  pole  to  pole,  from  heaven  to 
earth,  from  one  fixed  ftar  to  another ;  in  fhort,  not  confined 
by  the  limits  of  the  vifible  creation,  fhe  moots  into  immenfity 
itfelf  with  a  rapidity,  compar'd  to  which,  the  fpeed  of 
lightening  and  fun-beams  is  languid  and  inert.  Who  then 
mall  aflign  a  period  to  that  (a)  otsA^^,  which,  though  de- 
prefTed  with  fo  much  dead  weight,  is  ever  active,  and  un- 
conlcious  of  fatigue  or  relaxation  ?  And  as  the  mind  is  her- 
felf  a  principle  of  action,  fo  it  is  probable  me  actuates  the  body 
without  the  afiiftance  of  any  intermediate  power;  both  from 
the  gradual  command  which  (he  acquires  of  its  members  by 
liabit,  and  from  a  capacity  of  determining,  in  fome  meafure, 
the  quantity  of  pleafure  or  pain  which  any  fenfible  percep- 
tion can  give  her.  If  we  fuppofe  the  interpofing  power  a  fpi- 
rit,  the  fame  difficulty  of  fpirit  acting  upon  matter  fiill  re- 
mains ;  and  the  volitions  of  our  own  mind  will  as  well  ac- 
count for  the  motions  of  the  body,  as  the  interpofition  of 
any  other  fplritual  fubftance.  In  fhort,  we  may  as  well  afk, 
why  the  mind  is  not  confcious  of  that  interpofition,  as  why 


(a)  A  term  taken  from  ArifiotU,  and  defined  by  Cicero,  **  a  Jafting  and  un- 
interrupted action.*' 
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fhe  is  ignorant  of  the  means  by  which  fhe  communicates 
motion  to  the  body.  This  naturally  introduces  the  confe- 
deration of  another  conlpicuous  quality  of  the  Soul,  which 
is  Unity. 

Every  confcious  being  fa)  perceives  himfelf  at  all  times  to 
be  diftin&ly  and  individually  one.  This  fenfe  of  unity,  or 
nnicity,  necefhirily  attends  all  our  perceptions,  actions,  and 
even  the  confcioufnefs  of  exiftence  itfelf.  So  that  he  who 
can  perfuade  himfelf,  that  the  principle  which  feels,  reflects, 
and  wills  in  him,  is  not  necefiarily  and  individually  one  ; 
may  as  well  perfuade  himfelf,  that  it  has  no  exiftence  at  all. 
It  may  therefore  be  worth  while  to  examine,  how  far  this 
quality  is  compatible  with  matter,  and  what  is  intrinfically 
implied  in  it. 

The  quality  of  confcioufnefs  being  in  its  own  nature  fim- 
ple.,  and  not  admitting  the  idea  of  compoiition,  muft  inhere 
in  a  fubjecl  fuitable  to  its  nature,  /.  e.  abfolutely  and  necef- 
farily  indivifible.  To  fuppofe  it  therefore  either  itfelf  a  qua- 
lity inherent  in  matter,  or  refulting  from  other  material  qua- 
lities, or  fuperadded  to  particular  fyftems  of  matter,  feems 
repugnant  not  only  to  reafon  but  common  fenfe :  For  it  is 
plain,  that  matter,  by  its  own  nature,  is  divifible  ;  and  that, 
after  having  divided  any  portion  of  it  into  parts,  howeveK 
minute,  we  can  {till  fuppofe  every  one  of  thefe  parts  divided, 
without  coming  to  any  end.  Thefe  parts,  however  clofely 
they  cohere,  are  as  much  diftinct  as  if  disjoined  by  one,  or  by 
a  hundred  miles.  All  the  qualities  in  any  material  fyftem, 
are  no  more  than  the  fum  or  aggregate  of  all  the  qualities 
of  its  diftinct  parts.  If  therefore  confcioufnefs  fubfifts  in  any 
material  fubftratum  as  a  quality,  it  muft  either  fubftft  com- 

(a)  From  unity  of  confcioufnefs. 


5 


plete 


of  the  SOUL.  219 

plete  and  perfect  in  the  whole,  or  fuch  in  every  particular 
part.  But  as  the  parts  in  any  material  compofition  are  efien- 
tially  didinct  from  each  other,  and  their  conjunction  in  any 
manner  merely  accidental,  fo  the  qualities  of  thofe  parts  mull: 
be  equally  diftinct :  So  that  confcioufnefs,  to  which  unity  is 
afcribed  with  more  propriety  than  to  any  thing  elfe  in  nature, 
cannot  fubfid  in  the  whole  of  any  fubject  whofe  parts  are 
feparable.  To  fuppofe  it  accomplifhed  in  every  particular 
part,  is  to  fuppofe  every  confcious  being  pofferTed  of  as  many 
minds  as  there  are  atoms  in  its  material  form :  And  if  even 
the  minuted  part  of  matter  is  dill  fuppofed  capable  of  divi- 
vifion  by  us,  who  knows  how  much  farther  the  power  of  any 
fuperior  being  could  carry  this  divifion  ?  And  at  this  rate 
there  is  no  fmall  flock  of  confcioufnefs  in  nature,  fince  every 
reptile  or  infect,  which  is  in  the  lead  degree  fenfible,  has  an 
indefinite  number  of  confcioufnefles ;  each  of  which  muft 
feel  for  itfelf,  and  confequently  feel  itfelf  didinct  from  all 
the  confcioufnefles  of  its  adjacent  parts.  This  will  not  bear 
to  be  infilled  on  ;  neither  is  the  fuppofition,  "  That  a  cogi- 
*'  tative  principle  may  be  the  effect  of  any  conjunction  of 
u  powers  or  qualities  in  matter,  whether  known  or  un- 
M  known,"  in  the  lead  more  fuccefsful.  For  if  we  ima- 
gine them  unknown,  they  mud  either  be  confcioufnefs  itfelf, 
and  fo  liable  to  all  the  former  inconfidences ;  or  confcioufnefs 
mud  refult  from  them,  i.  e.  they  mud  produce  a  pofitive 
quality,  abfolutely  and  eflentially  different  from  themfelves ; 
they  mud  accomplish  an  effect,  of  which  they  cannot  be 
caufes  ;  and  in  fhort,  they  mud  create  fomething  out  of  no- 
thing. It  might  be  expected,  that  they  who  fo  warmly  afleit 
confcioufnefs  a  poflible  effect  of  unknown  qualities  in  mat- 
ter, would  produce  any  fimilar  indance  from  the  known  \  or 
any  cafe  in  which  their  conjunction  produces  one  pofuive 
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quality  different  from  themfelves  (a).    This  would  at  leaft 
.give  fome  countenance,  tho'  very  little,  to  thofe  who  would 
reafon  from  analogy ;  but  in  this  point  they  have  hitherto 
failed. 

That  confcioufnefs  cannot  refult  from  the  primary  qualities 
of  matter,  is  plain  ;  for  extenfion,  folidity,  figure,  and  motion, 
however  modified,  are  no  more  than  thofe  qualities  them- 
felves  in  that  particular  modification :  Nor  from  the  fecon- 
dary,  becaufe  thefe  are  nothing  real  in  external  objects,  but 
mere  feelings  in  fenfitive  beings  (b).    Now  to  fuppofe  con- 
fcioufnefs fuch  a  quality,  would  be  to  fuppofe  perception 
prior  to  confcioufnes,  or,  in  other  words,  confcioufnefs  prior 
to  itfelf.    What  we  improperly  call  powers  of  matter  will 
Hill  lefs  admit  this  fuppofition ;  becaufe  they  are  the  iimple 
refult  of  effential  qualities  ;  and  as  they  are  mere  effecls,  they 
may  be  either  hindered  or  produced  without  any  real  addi- 
tion or  change  in  any  fubftance  whatever.    Thus  the  opera- 
tion of  the  fun  on  wax  depends  entirely  on  fuch  a  pofition 
of  each,  as  that  the  primary  qualities  of  the  one  may  influ- 
ence the  other.    But  as  confcioufnefs,  whatever  be  its  fub- 
ject,  if  removed,  muft  imply  a  diminution  from  that  fubjecl:, 
it  is  a  real  pofitive  quality ;  and,  by  the  former  reafoning, 
mufl  exift  in  an  immaterial  uncompounded,  indivifible  fub- 
ftance.   Thus  having  found  that  a  power  of  cogitation  can 
neither  be  effential  to  matter,  nor  the  effect  of  other  effen- 
tial qualities  or  powers  5  we  need  only  recollect  the  fame 
principles,  to  difcover  the  abfurdity  of  imagining  it  fuper- 
added  as  a  quality  to  any  material  fyftem :  For  not  to  men- 
tion the  inconfiftency  of  fuppofing  that  to  be  a  mere  quality, 
which  is  the  fubjecT:  of  fo  many  other  qualities,  how  can  it 


(a)  See  Notes  at  the  end. 

(b)  See  Locke  on  Underjlanding. 
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be  added  to  any  whole,  without  being  added  to  its  particular 
parts?  And  as  thefe  are  efientially  feparable,  a  diftinct  cont 
fcioufnefs  muft  be  added  to  each  ;  all  which  fummed  up  mud: 
conftitute  one  indivifible  confcioufnefs ;  which  is  a  contra- 
diction. Befides,  were  the  Soul  fuperadded  to  the  body  as  a 
quality,  the  degree  and  force  of  that  quality  muft  diminifti 
as  the  body  is  divided  ;  for  this  is  the  cafe  with  all  other  fu- 
peradded  qualities.  When  any  piece  of  matter  is  heated,  he 
who  divides  it  abftracts  from  the  quantity  of  heat  exifting  in 
it  proportionably  to  the  parts  he  takes  away  :  But,  in  fact,  it 
appears,  that  amputations  of  the  human  body  does  not  lef- 
fen  the  force  of  the  confcious  principle  :  The  Soul  therefore 
being  an  immaterial  fubftance,  which  naturally  and  necefta- 
rily  implies  indifcerptability,  it  muft  be  naturally  immortal, 
not  only  as  a  fubftance,  but  likewife  as  in  pofleftlon  of  all 
thofe  active  powers  which  diftinguifti  and  conftitute  a  think- 
ing being.  For  as  we  cannot  fuppofe  the  minuteft  particle 
even  of  matter  utterly  deftroyed,  fo  neither  can  we  feparate 
its  eftential  qualities  from  it.  All  changes  in  matter  which 
we  either  obferve  or  can  conceive,  are  merely  changes  of 
form ;  the  parts  ftill  remain  the  fame,  not  to  be  annihilated 
by  any  power  of  nature ;  and  retaining  ftill  their  fpecifical 
folidity,  magnitude,  &c.  Now,  if  no  material  fubftance  can 
perifh,  and  if  all  its  real  qualities  are  infeparable  from  it, 
much  lefs  can  the  Soul,  whofe  fubftance  is  an  abfolute 
ftranger  to  compolition,  and  whofe  qualities  are  much  more 
one  with  the  fubftance  itfelf,  be  imagined  capable  of  destruc- 
tion. What  is  it  we  call  death,  but  a  diftblution  or  fepara- 
tion  of  parts  ?  Thus  the  feparation  of  the  Soul  from  the 
body  occalions  its  death,  by  being  the  caufe  of  fuch  a  diftblu- 
tion :  But  the  Soul  itfelf  does  not  appear,  in  this  crifis,  to 
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fufter  any  dhTolution  of  its  own  parts.  For  what  are  its 
|vvn  parts  ?  they  are  its  powers,  affections,  thoughts,  its 
own  peculiar  exertions ;  itfelf  ever  remaining  one,  and  con- 
fequently  not  capable  of  diffolution,  for  nothing  can  be  fepa- 
rated  from  itfelf. 

It  will  not  be  denied,  that  the  fame  power  which  gave 
the  Soul  exiftence,  can  likeways  annihilate  it ;  but  as  in  itfelf 
it  has  no  tendency  to  change,  difTipation,  or  deftruction,  or 
rather,  as  in  its  own  nature  it  implies  integrity  both  with  re- 
gard to  its  fubftance  and  qualities,  fo  to  accomplifh  its  anni- 
hilation, it  will  require  a  contrary  exertion  of  the  productive 
caufe,  equal  to  that  by  which  it  was  produced.  But  that 
this  fhould  ever  be  put  in  execution,  we  can  lee  no  reafon  to 
fear;  nay,  on  the  contrary  (if  we  may  judge  of  the  intention 
which  any  defigning  agent  has  in  his  productions,  from  the 
relation  they  feem  to  bear  to  an  end),  we  ought  in  all  reafon 
to  judge,  that  the  Soul  was  formed  of  an  unmix'd  and  indi- 
vifible  fubftance,  that  it  might  exift  to  all  eternity.  If 
ftrength  and  compactnefs  lead  to  conclude,  that  the  work  of 
any  inferior  artifan  will  be  durable,  why  fhould  the  fame  in- 
dications have  lefs  force  in  the  works  of  the  univerfal  Ar- 
chitect ? 

The  ceftfation  of  any  percipient  power  in  the  Soul  is  no 
argument  that  it  can  be  extinguifhed,  but  that  it  is  obftrudted 
by  the  diforder  of  that  organ  with  which  it  operated  :  For 
ftill  the  confeious  principle  feels  herfelf  as  much  an  entire  be- 
ing as  before.  Reftore  the  circulation  of  blood  to  any  part 
of  a  living  frame,  which  for  want  of  that  circulation  has 
been  infenfible,  and,  at  the  fame  time,  you  reftore  all  the 
perceptions  which  it  formerly  convey'd.  Couch  an  eye 
which  has  for  fome  time  been  deprived  of  light,  by  a  cata- 

4  radt, 


of  the   SOUL  up 

ract,  and  immediately  it  recognifes  with  tranfport  all  the 
beauties  of  the  vifible  creation.  Nay,  fuch  is  the  force  of 
the  mind,  that  without  the  alliftance  of  thofe  mediums,  by 
which  perceptions  are  conveyed  to  her ;  fhe  often  feels  them 
as  really,  as  when  her  fenfes  are  exereifed  in  the  object  from 
which  they  generally  arife.  Whence  it  mould  follow,  that 
thofe  fenfations  are  not  neceffarily  conne&ed  with  the  exter- 
nal things  which  generally  excite  them :  And  this  will  afcer- 
tain  the  exiftence  of  mind  to  be  more  real,  at  leaft  with  re- 
gard to  us,  than  that  of  matter.  For  fome  of  thofe  impref- 
lions  are  not  reprefentations  of  any  thing  real  in  external  ob- 
jects ;  and  thofe  which  feem  to  have  moft  reality  in  them 
are,  in  all  probability,  differently  felt  by  different  perceiving 
beings.  Now,  if  all  the  evidence  we  have  for  the  exiftence 
of  material  fubftances  be  our  perceptions  of  their  qualities ; 
if  thofe  are  different  in  different  beings,  or  in  the  fame  at 
different  times,  and  if  they  likewife  are  felt  in  the  abfence 
of  thofe  things  which  moft  frequently  caufe  them,  the  reality 
of  the  qualities  themfelves  muft  be  /^doubtful;  and  the 
reality  of  thofe  fubftances,  whofe  exiftence  is  inferred  from 
them,  is  ftill  more  uncertain :  But  the  reality  of  our  own 
perceptions  is  fuch  as  renders  the  mind  incapable  of  all  heft- 
tation  :  And  if  thefe  perceptions  are  really  qualities  or  modes 
of  being,  they  muft  exift  in  fome  fubject.  But  not  to  infift 
on  this,  it  may  as  well  be  faid,  that  the  power  of  perceiving 
by  the  eye  is  dependant  on  a  microfcope,  as  on  the  eye  it- 
lelf ;  for  both  are  mere  mediums,  and  widely  different  from 
the  perceiving  object.  Thus,  if  the  powers  of  fenfation  them- 
felves may  fubfift  independent  of  their  material  inftruments, 
much  lefs  are  the  powers  of  reflection  and  judgment  con- 

( a)  See  Bifhop  Btrklefs  Dialogues, 
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nected  with  matter ;  and  much  more  frequently  found  to 
operate  without  it.  Such  as  are  confcious  that  the  mind 
always  thinks  in  a  feries,  of  which  every  idea  depends  fome 
way  on  another ;  fuch  as  are  fenfible  how  eafily  impreilions, 
received  when  the  mind  is  fully  awake  and  active,  are  loft ; 
fuch  as  have  entirely  forgot  ideas,  of  which  they  afterwards 
obtain  faint  recollections :  And,  laftly,  fuch  as  have  leen 
fcenes  tranfacted,  and  converfations  held,  by  perfons  afleep, 
who  have  no  remembrance  of  them  when  awake,  will  be 
cautious  of  anerting,  that  the  Soul  ever  ceafes  to  think. 

They  who  cannot  conceive  what  is  the  fubftance  of  the 
Soul  out  of  the  body,  will  do  well  to  inform  us  what  this 
fubftance  is  while  involved  in  it :  Nay  more,  what  is  this  in- 
dilloluble  charm,  which  unites  the  qualities  of  the  body,  their 
favourite  exiftence :  'Till  this  difcovery  is  made,  'twill  be  de- 
cent to  fupprefs  their  wonder,  when  they 'fee  people  believe 
an  exiftence  which  they  do  not  underftand. 

To  pretend  that  the  exiftence  of  the  Soul  is  dependent  on 
matter,  is  to  oppofe  one  of  the  ftrongeft  and  earlieft  dictates 
of  nature,  which  informs  the  mind  that  fhe  is  not  only  di- 
ftinct  from  all  other  matter,  but  even  from  that  fyftem  which 
fhe  calls  her  own  body  :  Nor  can  fhe  forbear  to  think  that 
its  parts,  however  intimately  connected  with  her,  are  mere 
inftruments  to  execute  her  volitions,  and  implicit  fubjects  of 
her  government.  She  perceives  that  they  adminifter  pleafure 
and  pain  to  her ;  and  are  confequently  fomething  totally  dif- 
ferent from  her. 

Our  fenfations  may  be  divided  into  three  kinds,  fome  of 
which  are  by  the  mind  naturally  referred  to  diftant  objects, 
and  feem  reprefentative  of  fomething  in  them  ;  others  are 
more  immediately  attributed  to  our  own  bodies,  and  thofe 
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parts  of  them  which  are  in  immediate  contact  with  objects : 
A  third  kind  are  the  reflex  perceptions  of  the  mind  itfelf  and 
its  qualities.  The  firfl:  two  neceflarily  imply  the  ideas  of 
place  and  extenfion  ;  the  third  is  pure,  indivifible,  and  un- 
compounded  ;  fuch  are  the  ideas  of  generality,  magnani- 
mity, temperance,  &*c.  Now,  if  we  only  judge  of  unknown 
natures  by  their  qualities,  nothing  appears  more  foreign  to 
matter  or  divisibility  than  thofe  juft  mentioned. 

That  the  Soul  is  not  material,  we  may  juftly  conclude 
from  the  operations  of  memory  (a)\  nor  will  all  the  traces, 
with  which  Defcartes  fo  ingenioufly  imprefs'd  the  brain,  ac- 
count for  the  extent  and  promptitude  of  this  furprifing  faculty. 
For  if  the  capacity  of  the  mind  to  retain  impreflions  were 
like  that  of  a  vefTel,  and  if  the  ideas  ftored  there  were  ma- 
terial, what  an  immenfe  vacuity  mull  it  require  to  hold  fo 
vaft  a  number  ?  Or  if  they  were  imprefTed,  as  with  a  feal,  up- 
on any  furface,  how  prodigious  an  expanfe  would  be  found 
neceffary  to  contain  them  ?  And  what  forms  could  we  aflign. 
to  things  which  never  enter  into  the  mind  as  poffefs'd  of  any  ? 

If  we  furvey  the  reafoning  faculty  (b)>  it  will  afTord  us  the 
fame  convidion ;  for  if  it  be  material,  then  abflracl:  truths 
and  motives  of  every  kind,  in  order  to  have  any  effect  upon 
it,  muft  influence  it  phyfically  :  But  one  mu ft  be  an  obfta- 
nate  materialift  indeed  to  imagine  this. 

All  the  inventive  powers  of  the  mind  (c)  confpire  to  pro- 
claim her  infinitely  different  in  nature,  and  fuperior  in  dig- 
nity to  all  matter.  Were  mankind  joined  in  fociety  ;  was 
life  polifhed  and  cultivated  ;  were  the  fciences  and  arts  not 

{a)  From  memory. 

(£).  From  reafon. 

(c)  From  imagination. 

only 
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only  of  utility,  but  elegance,  produced  by  matter?  by  a 
brute  mafs  ?  A  fubftance  fo  contrary  to  all  activity  and  intel- 
ligence, that  it  feems  the  work  of  an  omnipotent  hand  alone 
to  connect  them.  What  judgment  fhali  we  form  of  that 
principle  which  informed  and  enlightened  a  Galileo^  a  Coper- 
nicusy  or  a  Newton  f  What  infpiration  taught  them  to  place 
the  fun  in  the  centre  of  his  fyltem,  and  aflign  the  various 
crbs  their  revolutions  round  him  \  reducing  motions,  fo  di- 
verfe  and  unequal,  to  uniform  and  fimple  laws  ?  Was  it  not 
fomething  like  that  great  eternal  mind,  which  flrft  gave  ex- 
iftence  to  thofe  luminous  orbs,  and  prefcribed  each  of  them 
their  province  ?  Whence  the  infinite  harmony  and  variety  of 
founds,  the  copious  flow  of  eloquence,  the  bolder  graces  and 
more  infpired  elevations  of  poetry ;  but  from  a  mind,  an 
immaterial  being,  the  reflected  image  of  her  all-perfect 
Creator,  in  whom  eternally  dwells  all  beauty  and  excel- 
lence ?  Were  man  only  endued  with  a  principle  of  vegeta- 
tion, fixed  to  one  peculiar  fpot,  and  infenllble  of  all  that 
palTed  around  him  ;  we  might  then  with  fome  colour  fup- 
pofe  that  energy,  if  it  may  be  fo  called,  perifihable.  Were 
he,  like  animals,  pofleiled  of  mere  vitability,  and  qualified 
only  to  move  and  feel,  ftill  we  might  have  fome  reafon  to 
fear,  that  in  fome  future  period  of  duration  our  Creator 
might  refume  his  gift  of  exiftence.  But  can  any  one,  who 
pretends  to  the  leaft  reflection,  imagine  that  fuch  a  being  as 
the  human  Soul,  adorned  with  fuch  extenfive  intellectual 
powers,  will  ever  ceafe  to  be  the  object  of  that  love  and 
care,  which  eternally  holds  the  univerfe  in  its  embrace  ? 
Did  fhe  obtain  fuch  a  bound lefs  underftanding,  merely  to  tafte 
the  pleafure  of  exercifing  it  ?  to  catch  a  tranfient  glance  of 
its  objects,  and  perifh  ?  Form'd  as  fhe  is  to  operate  on  herfelf, 

and 
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and  all  things  round  her,  muft  fhe  ceafe  from  action,  while 
yet  the  mighty  tafk  is  fcarce  begun  ?  Muft  fhe  lofe  thofe  fa- 
culties by  which  fhe  retains  the  paft,  comprehends  the  pre- 
fent,  and  prefages  the  future  ?  Muft  fhe  contemplate  no 
more  thofe  bright  impreilions  of  divinity  which  are  difco- 
vered  in  the  material  world ;  nor  thofe  ftronger  and  more 
animated  features  of  the  fame  eternal  beauty,  which  fhine  in 
her  own  godlike  form  ?  And  muft  fhe  be  for  ever  abforbed 
in  the  womb  of  uneffential  nothing  ?  Strange,  that  in  the 
view,  and  even  in  the  arms,  of  infinite  power  and  goodnefs, 
a  dawn  fo  fair  and  promifing  fhould  at  once  be  clouded  with 
all  the  horrors  of  eternal  night  ?  Such  a  fuppofition  would 
be  contrary  to  the  whole  conduct  and  laws  of  nature.  That 
infatiable  defire  of  good  (a)y  which  fcorns  every  poffeflion 
already  in  our  power,  and  ever  pants  for  untafted  delights, 
is  likewife  a  ftrong  argument  of  the  Immortality  of  the  Soul. 

 (frj  «  Por  from  the  birth 

"  Of  mortal  men,  the  fov'reign  Maker  faid, 

<£  That  not  in  humble,  or  in  brief  delight, 

"  Not  in  the  fading  echoes  of  renown, 

"  PowYs  purple  robes,  or  pleafure's  flow'ry  lap, 

"  The  Soul  fhould  find  enjoyment :  but  from  thefe 

"  Turning  difdainful  to  an  equal  good, 

"  Thro'  all  the  afcent  of  things  enlarge  her  view ; 

"  Till  every  bound  at  length  fhall  difappear, 

"  And  infinite  perfection  clofe  the  fcene." 

It  is  not  to  be  thought,  that  the  great  Author  of  the  hu- 
man conftitution  would  kindle  and  enlarge  the  defires  of  his 

(a)  From  a  defire  of  future  enjoyment. 

(b)  Pleasures  of  imagination. 
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creatures  fo  far  beyond  the  proportion  of  any  fiiblunary  good, 
with  any  other  view  than  to  give  their  expectations  a  nobler 
aim  ;  and  to  teach  them,  that  they  were  formed  for  eternity 
and  unbounded  perfection. 

But  of  all  thofe  pallions  which  regard  only  felfifh  enjoy- 
ment none  better  deferves  our  attention  than  the  love  of 
fame  (a)\  as  it  really  feems  to  imply  a  tacit  determination 
of  nature  in  favour  of  Immortality.  For  why  do  fuch  num- 
bers of  men,  without  ceffation  or  intermiflion,  exert  all  their 
powers  of  Soul  and  body,  negligent  of  the  pleafures  of  life, 
and  inattentive  to  the  flrongeft  importunities  of  natural  ap- 
petite, for  a  pleafure,  which,  if  they  tafte  at  all  in  this  world, 
they  can  never  hope  to  enjoy  in  its  perfection  ?  Why  is  it 
that  the  molt  diflant  profpect  of  lofing  fame,  even  thro'  in- 
finite duration,  would  relax  their-  moft  earneft  endeavours, 
and  at  once  deject  all  the  ardour  and  fpirit  which  they  ex- 
prefs'd  before  ?  What  can  all  this  be  but  an  information  from 
God  to  the  Soul,  intimately  and  perpetually  felt,  that  her 
relation  to  other  exiftences,  and  confequently  her  own  ex- 
istence, muft  be  eternal  ?  Nor  can  even  imagination  allign 
a  final  period  to  either  :  Otherwife  to  defire  fame  beyond 
this  life,  would  be  to  defire  what  we  never  can  enjoy ;  and  to 
be  afraid  of  lofing  it,  would  be  to  fear  a  want  which  we 
never  can  feel. 

This  anticipation  of  a  future  ftate,  which  the  love  of  fame 
is  faid  to  imply,  has  prevailed  from  the  earlier!:  antiquity  ;  as 
may  be  fairly  deduced  from  their  funeral  ceremonies,  deifi- 
cations, and  other  rites  (b).  Nations  the  moft  diftant  and 
removed  from  mutual  communications  have  acknowleged  it. 

(a)  From  love  of  fame. 

(b)  See  Sir  William  T mple  on  Heroic  Virtue. 
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Whoever  will  take  a  view  of  the  hiftory  of  mankind,  may 
eafily  fee  that  thofe  minds  which  have  moil:  invariably  fol- 
lowed nature,  and  confecrated  themfelves  to  virtue,  have 
been  proportionally  imprefTed  and  animated  by  expectations 
far  beyond  this  tranfitory  fcene.    And  as  this  defire  of  Im- 
mortality feems  interwoven  with  our  being,  fo  the  horror  of 
annihilation  is  equally  ftrong,  and  equally  infeparable  from  it. 
Thefe  preconceptions  of  the  Soul's  innate  dignity,  thefe  inti- 
mations of  eternal  being,  fo  deeply  engraved,  and  fo  uni- 
verfally  acknowleged  ;  what  are  they  but  the  diffudve  influ- 
ence of  that  caufe,  which  contains,  pervades,  and  actuates 
this  mighty  whole  ?   The  voice  of  God,  which  (rather  felt 
than  heard),  informs  us  what  we  are  ?  And  can  it  be  thought 
that  the  original  fource  of  all  wifdom  and  benevolence  would 
ever  give  his  intellectual  creatures  reafon  to  expect:  what  he 
never  intended  to  perform  ?  If  we  cannot  imagine  that  God, 
whofe  love  of  his  works  is  eternal  and  fupreme,  would,  with- 
out fome  reafon  of  the  higheff,  importance,  difcontinue  the 
happinefs  of  any  being  ;  much  lefs  probable  is  it,  that  he  will 
flatter  us  with  hopes  which  are  never  to  be  accomplished. 

If  the  continuance  of  our  being  mud  be  circumfcribed  to 
this  fhort  life,  why  all  this  apparatus  of  nature  to  interefl 
the  Soul  in  futurity  ?  Why  has  fhe  made  every  natural  tafte 
an  inftrument  to  heighten  and  confirm  our  relation  to  eter- 
nity ?  Thofe  who  are  enamoured  of  beauty,  whether  as  fhe 
mines  in  the  auguft  and  various  fabric  of  the  univerfe,  or  as 
fhe  appears  in  compofitions  of  art,  fhew  by  every  defire  and 
effort  of  their  minds,  how  ftrongly  they  are  imprefs'd,  and 
how  deeply  interefl ed  in  notions  of  endlefs  being. 

But  if  v/e  add  to  this  the  force  of  the  focial  affections  fa), 
our  argument  will  acquire  flill  greater  ftrength  ;  for  by  them 

(a)  From  the  focial  affections. 
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our  whole  Souls  are  engaged  to  procure  and  afcertain,  what- 
ever our  own  tafte  determines  to  be  good  for  our  friends,  our 
country,  and  mankind  ;  not  only  during  our  own  lives,  but 
for  ages  to  come,  and  for  pofterity  in  infinite  defcent.  Why 
elfe  are  we  folicitous  to  project  and  purfue  plans  fo  widely 
difproportioned  to  the  utmoft  extent  of  natural  life,  that  they 
feem  to  comprehend  almoft  eternity  ?  Why  do  we  plant  trees 
to  bring  forth  fruit  for  generations  unborn,  and  build  houfes 
whofc  magnificence  we  can  never  hope  to  furvey,  if  not  from 
a  confcioufnefs  that  others  mall  enjoy  them,  and  that  we 
ourftlves  fhall  fTill  be  capable  of  the  pleafure  arifing  from 
that  confcioufnefs  ?   This  fame  principle  animates  the  nobler 
enterprifes  of  the  hero  and  legiflator.    But  thofe  affections 
viewed  in  another  light,  are  not  lefs  expreflive  of  the  excel- 
lency and  immortal  nature  of  the  Soul :    For  the  defires 
v/hich  arife  from  the  animal  oeconomy  of  our  nature  are 
never  more  extenfive,  nor  more  durable,  than  the  relations 
themfelves.    To  fenfual  appetites,  which  firft  engage  the 
mind,  fucceed  other  affections  more  intenfe,  more  refined, 
and  more  effential  to  mental  nature.    Thefe  are  fo  far  from 
languifhing  by  repeated  gratifications,  or  being  capable  of 
extinction,  like  the  former  ;  that  they  continue  uninterrupted, 
and  gradually  open,    till  they  extend  beyond  all  limits. 
Whence  it  would  appear,  fince  nature  never  acts  in  vain,  that 
as  the  more  limited  defires  either  ceafe  or  operate  with  lefs 
violence,  according  to  the  relations  eftablimed  by  nature  be- 
tween ourfelves  and  the  objects  to  which  they  attach  us;  fo 
thofe  affections  of  a  more  extenfive  kind,  will  be  equally 
durable  with  the  objects  to  which  they  are  related.  And 
thus  to  fuppofe  any  time  when  we  fhall  be  incapable  of  ex- 
ercifing  thofe  defires,  would  be  to  fuppofe  neither  God  nor 
the  univerfe  exiftent.    But  if  in  this  life  our  views  of  the 

grand 
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grand  objects  for  which  thefe  affections  feem  formed,  are  but 
remote  and  confuted  ;  it  is  ftill  more  probable  that,  in  fame 
future  period,  we  mail  be  admitted  into  a  nearer  and  more 
intimate  communication  with  them.  For  God  by  whom 
thefe  unwearied  propensities  were  kindled,  and  towards 
whom  they  tend,  is  himfelf  eflential,  unmixed,  inextinguish- 
able love. 

If  we  compare  the  character  of  God -(a),  as  a  wife  fuper- 
intendant  and  generous  benefactor  of  nature,  with  the  ftate 
in  which  things  at  prefent  appear  ;  where  virtue  is  often  de~ 
preffed  and  afflicted,  and  vice  apparently  triumphs ;  it  will 
feem  highly  inconiiftent,  that  in  no  future  fcene,  vice  mould 
be  treated  with  the  punishment  ana!  infamy  it  merits,  and  vir- 
tue receive  that  happinefs  and  honour,  which  from  its  own 
intrindc  worth,  it  deferves,  and  from  its  conformity  to  the 
nature  of  God>  it  has  reafon  to  expect. 

\Tis  true,  this  fubject  has  been  too  much  exaggerated  ;  and 
■  (b)  fome  pious  men  have  weakly  thought,  the  bed  way  to 
convince  us,  that  order  and  happinefs  prevailed  in  a  future 
ftate,  was  to  perfuade  us,  that  there  was  none  at  all  in  this. 
External  advantages  have  been  taken  for  the  only  goods  of 
human  nature;  and  becaufe  in  this  view  all  things  took  the 
appearance  of  mal-adminirtration,  we  have  been  taught  to 
expect  a  government  of  rectitude  and  benevolence  hereafter. 
Let  us  on  the  contrary  candidly  own,  that  virtue  is  fove- 
reignly  and  folely  good ;  leaft  by  depreciating  her  charms, 
we  obliquely  detract  from  the  character  of  God  himfelf. 
Let  us  confefs  her  undowered  excellence  fuperior  to  all  the 
inconveniences  that  may  attend  her  even  in  the  prefenc  Situa- 
tion.   But  without  allowing  fome  difference  between  poverty 

(a)  From  the  goodnefs  and  wifdom  of  God. 

(b)  Sbafijbury. 
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and  riches,  licknefs  and  health,  pain  and  pleafure,  &c,  we 
fhall  have  no  foundation  for  preference  ;  and  it  will  be  in 
vain  to  talk  of  {de6ting(aj  and  rejecting,  where  no  one  choice 
can  be  more  agreeable  or  difagreeable  to  nature  than  another. 
Upon  this  difference  therefore,  however  it  be  called,,  let  the 
prefent  argument  proceed. 

If  infinite  goodnefs  be  the  fpirit  and  characteriftic  of  the 
univerfal  government,  then  every  advantage,  however  incon- 
siderable in  kind  or  degree,  muft  either  be  fuppofed  imme- 
diately beftowed  on  virtue  ;  or  at  leaft  that  fuch  retribu- 
tions will  at  fome  time  be  made  her,  as  may  not  only  render 
her  votaries  equal  but  fuperior  to  thofe  of  vice,  in  proportion 
to  their  merit.    But  how  different  the  cafe  is  in  human  life, 
hiftory  and  obfervation  may  ealily  convince  us :  So  that  one, 
whofe  eyes  are  not  intent  on  the  chara&er  of  God,  and  the 
nature  of  virtue,  would  often  be  tempted  to  think  this  world 
a  theatre  merely  intended  for  mournful  fpeclacles,  and  pomps 
of  horror :    How  many  perfons  do  we  fee  perifh  by  the  mere 
wants  of  nature,  who  (had  they  been  in  different  circum- 
ftances)  would  have  thanked  God  with  tears  of  joy  for  the 
power  of  communicating  thofe  advantages,  which  they  now 
implore  from  others  in  vain  ?  while,  at  the  fame  time,  they 
have  perhaps  the  additional  mifery  of  feeing  their  moft  en- 
deared relations  involved  in  the  fame  deplorable  fate !  How 
often  do  we  fee  thofe  ties  which  unite  the  Soul  and  bodyy 
worn  out  by  the  gradual  advances  of  a  lingering  difeafe,  or 
burft  at  once  by  the  fudden  efforts  of  unutterable  agony  ? 
while  the  unhappy  fufferers,  had  they  been  continued  in  life, 
might  have  difmfed  happinefs,  not  only  through  the  narrow 
circle  of  their  friends  and  neighbourhood,  but  as  exteniively 
as  their  country,  and  even  the  world  itfelf.    How  many 

(a)  See  Harris's  EJfays. 
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names  do  we  fee  buried  in  obfcurity,  or  foiled  with  detrac- 
tion, which  ought  to  have  fhone  the  firft  in  fame  ?  How 
many  heroes  have  furvived  the  liberties  of  their  country,  or 
died  in  abortive  attempts  to  preferve  them  ;  and,  by  their  fall, 
only  left  a  larger  field  for  the  lawlefs  ravage  of  tyranny  and 
opprelTion  ? 

But  were  it  polTible,  how  long  and  infuperable  would  be 
the  ta(k  to  enumerate  all  the  ingredients  which  compofe  the 
prefent  cup  of  bitterness  ?  And  is  this  the  confummation  of 
things  ?  Will  the  fupreme  and  eflential  goodnefs  no  way 
diftinguifti  fuch  as  have  invariably  purfued  his  honour,  and 
the  intereft  of  his  government,  from  thofe  who  have  induftri- 
oufly  violated  the  order  he  has  appointed  in  things  ?  who 
have  blotted  the  face  of  nature  with  havock,  murder,  and 
defolation  ;  and  fhewn  a  conftant  intention  to  counteract  alL 
the  benevolent  deligns  of  Providence  ?  It  is  confefs'd  that  the 
virtuous,  happy  in  the  pofleflion  of  virtue  alone,  make  their 
exit  from  the  prefent  fcene  with  bleflings  to  the  Creator, 
for  having  called  them  to  exiftence,  and  given  them  the  glo- 
rious opportunity  of  enjoying  what  is  in  itfelf  fupremely  eli- 
gible :  They  are  eonfcious  that  this  felicity  can  receive  no 
accerlion  from  any  external  luftre  or  advantage  whatever. 
Yet  it  feems  highly  necefTary  in  the  divine  adminiftration, 
that  thofe  who  have  been  dazzled  with  the  falfe  glare  of 
profperous  wickednefs,  mould  at  laft  be  undeceived ;  that 
they  fhould  at  laft  behold  virtue  confpicuous  in  all  her  native 
fplendor  and  majefty,  as  fhe  mines  the  chief  delight  of  Gonj, 
and  ultimate  happinefs  of  all  intelligent  nature. 
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CONCLUSI  ON. 

TO  feel  in  fome  meafure  the  force  of  what  has  been  faid, 
let  us  fuppofe  a  father  pofTeffed  of  the  moft  exquiiite 
tendernefs  for  his  fon,  delighted  with  his  fimilarity  of  form, 
his  promiling  conftitution,  his  ftrength,  gracefulnefs,  and 
agility,  his  undifguifed  emotions  of  filial  attention,  with  the 
various  prefages  of  a  fuperior  genius  and  underftanding.  Let 
us  likewife  fuppofe  this  father  pleafed  with  the  employment 
of  improving  his  faculties,  and  infpiring  him  with  future 
hopes  of  happinefs  and  dignity  :  But  that  he  may  give  him 
a  quicker  fenfibility  to  the  misfortunes  of  others,  and  a  more 
unfhaken  fortitude  to  fuftain  his  own,  he  often  prefers  younger 
brethren,  and  even  ftrangers  to  thofe  advantages,  which  other- 
wife  merit,  and  the  force  of  nature,  would  determine  him  to 
beftow  on  fo  worthy  an  offspring.    Let  us  go  further,  and 
imagine,  if  we  can,  that  this  father,  without  the  leaf!  dimi- 
nution of  tendernefs,  or  any  other  apparent  reafon,  deftroys 
his  fon  in  the  bloom  of  life,  and  height  of  expectation  :  Who 
would  not  lament  the  fate  of  fuch  a  youth  with  inconfolable 
tears  ?  doom'd  never  more  to  behold  the  agreeable  light  of 
Heaven!  never  more  to  difplay  his  perfonal  graces,  nor  ex- 
ercife  his  manly  powers,  never  more  to  feel  his  heart  warmed 
with  benevolent  regards,  nor  tafte  the  Soul's  tranfporting  plea- 
fure  of  obliging  and  being  obliged  !  Blotted  at  once  from  ex- 
igence, and  the  fair  creation,  he  links  in  filence  and  obli- 
vion ;  with  all  his  fublime  hopes  difappointed,  all  his  im- 
menfe  defires  ungratifled,  and  all  his  intellectual  faculties 
unimproved !    Without  mentioning  the  inftinctive  horror 
which  muft  attend  fuch  an  action,  how  abfurd  to  reafon,  and 
how  inconliftent  with  the  common  feelings  of  humanity, 
would  it  be,  to  fuppofe  a  father  capable  of  fuch  a  deed. 

Forbid 
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Forbid  it  God,  forbid  it  nature,  that  we  fhould  impute  to 
the  munificent  Father  of  being  and  happinefs,  what,  even  in 
the  loweft  of  rational  creatures,  would  be  monftrous  and  de- 
teftable ! 

Thus  having  found,  that  the  duration  and  importance  of 
our  exiftence  is  not  confined  to  fuch  momentary  objects,  nor 
fo  narrow  a  fphere  as  the  prefent,  'tis  natural  and  becoming 
to  paufe  here,  to  furvey  the  high  deftiny  of  our  nature,  and 
the  influence  it  ought  to  have  on  life.  Are  we  then  intended 
for  actors  in  the  grand  drama  of  eternity  ?  are  we  candidates 
for  the  plaudit  of  the  rational  creation  ?  are  we  formed  to 
participate  the  fupreme  beatitude  in  communicating  happi- 
nefs ?  are  we  deftined  to  co-operate  with  God  in  advancing 
the  order  and  perfection  of  his  works  ?  how  fublime  a  crea- 
ture then  is  man  ?  how  infinitely  ought  he  to  rife  above  all 
the  vain  attachments  and  contaminating  pleafures  of  his  pre- 
fent ftate  ?  how  fteadily  ought  his  attention  to  be  fixed  on 
that  grand  period,  which  mall  difmifs  him  to  the  regions  of 
intellectual  light  and  benevolence  !  With  what  afiiduity  and 
ardour  ought  he  to  form  his  relifh  and  conftitution  for  enjoy- 
ments fo  exquifite  and  durable  ? 

The  whole  life  of  a  philofopher  ought  to  be  one  contem- 
plation on  death.  Why  elfe  are  we  exhorted  to  retire  from 
the  body,  from  the  pleafures  of  fenfe,  and  the  hurry  of  the 
world,  but  to  render  the  Soul  independent  of  them  ;  to  re- 
collect her  within  herfelf,  to  purge  the  mental  fight  from  all 
the  dimnefs  contracted  in  its  prefent  dark  abode,  and  to  pre- 
pare it  for  the  fuller,  purer  irradiations  of  eternal  truth  and 
beauty  ?  Thus,  by  degrees,  we  emancipate  the  Soul  from  all 
material- connections  ;  by  thus  gradually  dying,  fhe  contracts 
a  habit  ;  Death  grows  more  familiarly  intimate  to  her,  and 
when  fhe  leaves  the  body,  fhe  difengages  herfelf  with  eafe 

3  and 
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and  freedom.  Otherwife  its  appetites  and  habits  will  twift 
ihemfelves,  like  adamantine  chains  around  her  eflence,  and 
render  her  utterly  incapable  of  tafting  thofe  nobler  pleafures, 
for  which  her  Creator  in  the  formation  of  her  being  intend- 
cd  her.  Let  us  then  reverence  ourfelves,  nor  ftoop  to  any  thing 
below  the  glorious  purfuits  for  which  we  are  created  ;  left  to 
our  other  crimes  we  add  facrilege,  and  violate  that  Divine 
Power  within  us. 

Eft  Deus  in  nobis ;  agitante  calefcimus  illo. 


N  O 


T     E  S. 

i.  'TPO  this  the  polypus  is  objected  ;  but  it  muft  either  be  faid,  that 
matter  is  capable  of  felf-motion  and  confcioufnefs,  or  that  a 
new  Soul  is  created  for  each  divided  animal ;  which,  of  the  two,  is 
furely  the  mod  probable. 

If  the  conclufion,  that  the  Soul  is  immaterial  be  true,  it  is  the  morteft 
way  of  difpatching  thofe  opinions  of  its  being  blood,  fire,  air  intenfely 
heated,  harmony,  &c.   See  Cic.  Tufc.  Qiieft. 

2.  The  acknowlegement  in  very  diftant  regions  is  elegantly  expreiTed 
by  Mr.  Pope,  thus  : 

"  See  the  poor  Indian,  whofe  untutored  mind 
"  Sees  God  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind  : 
"  His  Soul  proud  fcience  never  taught  to  ftray 
u  Beyond  the  folar  walk,  or  milky  way  j 
C(  Yet  fimple  nature  to  his  hopes  has  giv'n, 
"  Behind  the  clojd-top'd  hill,  an  humbler  Heav'n." 
And  by  Lucan,  in  the  following  manner,  in  his  defcription  of  the  Gauh, 

 Inde  ruendi 

In  jerrum  mens  prona  viris,  animaeqiie  cap  aces 
Mortis  j  et  ignavum  e/i  rediturae  parcere  vitae. 
By  this  infpir'd,  a  Soul  the  warriors  boaft 
To  fcorn  the  horrors  of  the  Stygian  coaft ; 
Fir'd  with  the  profpect  of  a  future  ftate, 
Prone  on  the  fword  they  rufli,  and  court  their  fate  : 
And  fix  a  coward's  infamy  his  doom, 
Who  fpares  a  life,  he  mud  fo  foon  refume. 

FINIS. 
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